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PERSONS REPRESENTED 



lAonteB, King of Sicilia : 
MamiUius^ his son, 
Camillo^ ^ 

Dion^ 3 

Another Sicilian Lord^ 

Rogero^ a Sicilian gentleman. 

An Attendant on the young Prince Mamilliu$» 

Officers of a court of judicature* 

Polixenes> King rf Bohemia : 

Plorizel^ his son, 

Archidmnus^ a Bohemian lord, 
^ A Mariner. 

Gaoler, 

An old Shephtrd, reputed father qfTerdita: 
*• , \^ yOlo^^,:hvi spnf .... 
• • .• ISersoant tO'.fhETold^slu^herd. 

Alitolycus/ a rogue*, * 

T^, hi Choh^, 

*:lipxta\o1ib^:(^en.to Leontes, 
" "Pwditifydtdigfier'to Leontes and Hermione, 
Paulina^ wife to Antigonus, 

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants; Satyrs for a dance; 
Shepherds^ Shepherdesses, Guards, SfC. 

Scene, sometimes in SicUia, sometimes in Bohemia, 
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WINTER'S TALE. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. Sicilia. An Antechamber in Leontet* 

Palace^ 

Enter Camillo and Archidamus. 

Archidamus, ^ 

IF you shall chance, Camillo, to visit Bohemia, on 
the like occasion whereon my services are now on 
foot, you shall see, as I have said, great difference 
betwixt our Bohemia, and your Sicilia. 

Cam, I think, this coming sunvJ^cy, the king of 
Sicilia means to pay Bohemia t^e^visitaticn wMchJiet 
justly owes him. ' ;,, ^ * • ^^^ 

Arch. Wherein our entertainmenef shaQ: shame vm* 
we will be justified in our loves: for, mdeed,**" - -^ - 

Cam, 'Beseech you, : ^ 






Arch. Verily, I speak it in the freedom of my 
knowledge: we cannot with such magnificence— in 

so rare — ^I know not what to say. ^We will give 

you sleepy drinks 5 that your senses, unintelligent of 
our insufficience, may, though they cannot praise 
us, as little accuse us. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear, for what's 
given freely. 

Arch. Believe me, I speak as my understanding 

b2 
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instructs me, and as mine honesty puts it to utter* 

ance. , 

Cam, Sicilia cannot show fiiniself 6ver-kind to 
Bohemia. They were trained together in tiieir child- 
hoods 5 and there rooted betwixt them then such an 
affection^ which cannot choose but branch now. 
Since their more mature dignities, and royal neces- 
sities, made separation of their society, their en- 
counters, though not personal, have been royally 
attornied/ with interchange of gifts, letters, loving 
embassies; that they have seemed to be together, 
though absent; shook hands, as over a vast;* and 
embraced, as it were, frona the ends of opposed 
winds. The heavens continue their loves ! 

jircVt .T think, . there is not in the world either 

• #» • ■ » ■ ' • 

malice, or ^m'attet, to 'alter "^it. Yoij have' an un- 
speakabje comfort of your young prince Mamillius; 
* •••it^i^.i gentleman 'of tJi^ greatest promise, that ever 
•* • •* tirde kito IfiJl'note.V ; 

•'tppTw.- {*yerj,t?ell agree with you in the hopes of 

RHtf:* il n«* i» gaflant child; one that, indeed, phy- 

yiioks.fbeC sd^j^et,^ jnakes old hearts fresh : they, that 

'"wfeftt on'cratcRes*ere he was bom, desire yet their 

life, to see him a man. 

Arch, Would they else be content to die ? 
Cam. Yes; if there were no other excuse why 
they should desire to live. 

Arch. If the king had no son, they would desire 
to live on crutches till he had one. [^Exeunt. 

' Nobly supplied by substitution of embassies. 
* Wide waste of country. 3 Affords a cordial to the state. 
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SCENE II. 

The same. A Jloom qf state in the Palace. 

Writer Leontes, Polixenes^ Hermione^ Ma* 
MiLLius, Camillo> and Attendants, 

Pol. Nine changes of the wat*ry star have been 
The shepherd*! note^ since we have left our throne 
Without a burden: time as long again 
Would be fill'd up, my brother, with our thanks; 
And yet we should; for perpetuity. 
Go h^Ce in debt: And therefore^ like a cipher^ 
Yet standing in rich place, I multip^i *.• 
With one we*thank-yon> many thousands more 
That go before it. 

Lton, Stay your thanks awhile ; 

And pay them when you part. 

Pol, Sir, that*B to-morrow. 

I am question*d by my fears, of what may chance^ 
Or breed upon our absence : That may blow 
No sneaping^ winds at home, to make us say> 
This is put forth too truly ! Besides^ I have stay*d 
To tire your royalty. 

Lton, We are tougher^ brother^ 

Than you can put us to't. 

Po/. No longer stay. 

leofi. One seven-night longer. 

Pol. Very sooth, to*morrow« 

Um, We*ll part the time between*s then : and in 
that 

♦ Nipping. 
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1*11 no gain-saying. 

Fol. Press me not, 'beseech you, so; 

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i'the 

world. 
So spon as yours, could win me : so it should now^ 
Were there necessity in your request, although 
'Twere needful I denied it. My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward : which to hinder. 
Were, in your love, a whip to me; my stay. 
To you a charge, and trouble : to save both. 
Farewell, our brother. 

Leon. Tongue-tied, our queen ? speak you. 

Her. I had thoi^ht, sir, to have held my peace, 
until 
You had drawn oaths from him, not to stay. You, sir. 
Charge him too coldly : Tell him, you are sure. 
All in Bohemia's well : this satisfaction 
The by-gone day proclaim'd; say this to him. 
He's beat from his best ward. 

Leon. Well said, Hermione. 

Her, To tell, he longs to see his son, were strong : 
But let him say so then, and let him go ; 
But let him swear so, and he shall not stay. 
We'll thwack him hence with distaffs.— 
Yet of your royal presence [To Polixenes.] I'll 

adventure 
The borrow of a lyeek. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord, I'll give him my commission. 
To let him there a month, behind the gest ^ 
Prefix'd for his parting : yet, good deed,* Leontes, 

^ Gests were the names of the stages where the King ap-» 
pointed to lie> during a royal progress* 

^ Indeed. 
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I love thee not a jar? o* the clock behind 
What lady she her lord. — ^You'll stay? 

Pol. No, madam. 

Her. Nay, but you will ? 

Fol. I may not, verily. 

Her. Verily! 
You put me off with limber* vows : But I, 
Though you would seek to unsphere the stars with 

oaths> 
Should yet say. Sir, no going. Verily, 
You shall not gp} a kdy's verily is 
As potent as a lord's. Will you go yet? 
Force me to keep you as a prisoner. 
Not like a guest^ so you shall pay your fees. 
When you depart, and save your thanks. How say 

you? 
lify prisoner? or my guest? by your dread verily. 
One of them you shall be. 

FoL Your guest then, madam: 

To be your prisoner, should import ofiendingi 
Which is for me less easy to commit. 
Than you to punish. 

Her. Not your gaoler then. 

But your kind hostess. Come, I'll question you « 
Of my Lord*s tricks, and yours, when you were boys; 
You were pretty lordings' then. 

Pol. We were, fair queen. 

Two lads, that thought there was no more behind. 
But such a day to-morrow as to-day. 
And to be boy eternal. 

Her, Was not my lord the verier wag o* the two? 

7 Tick. ' JFUms/. 9 A diminutive of lords. 
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Pol. We were as twinn'd lambs, that did frisk T 
the sun. 
And bleat the one at the other ; what we chang*d. 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
The doctrine of iU-douig> no^ nor dreamed . v 
That any did: Had we pursued that fif^;***/ . 
And our weak spirits ne*er been higher rear*d 
With stronger blood, we should have answered beaveo 
Boldly, Not guUty; the imposition clear*d. 
Hereditary ours.' 

Her. By this we gather. 

You have tripp*d since. 

Fol. O my most sacred lady. 

Temptations have since then been bom to us: for 
In those unfledg*d days was my wife a girl| 
Your precious self had then not crossed the eje^ 
Of my young play-fellow. 

Her. Grace to boot! 

Of this make no conclusion; lest you say. 
Your queen and I are ddWls: 'Yet; 'go'onj 
The offences we have made you do, we'll answer; 
If you first sinn*d with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault, and that you slipped not 
With any but with us. 

Leon. Is he won yet ? 

Her. He*ll stay, my lord. 

Lem. At my request, he would not. 

Hermione, my dearest, thou never spok'st 
To better purpose. 

Her. Never? 

Leon. Never, but once. 

> Setting aside ori^nal sin. 
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Her, What? have I twice ssCd well? when wa8*t 
before? 
I pr*3rthee^ tell me : Cram us with praise^ and make 

U8 

As &t as tame things : One good deed^ dying tongue- 

less^ 
Slav^hters a thousand^ waiting upon that. 
Our praises are our wages : You may ride us. 
With one soft, kiss, a thousand furlongs, ere 
With spur >ve heat an acre. But to the goal 5— 
My last good was, to entreat his stay 5 
What was my first ? it has an elder sister. 
Or I mistake you: O, would her name were Grace! 
But once before I spoke to the purpose: When? 
Nay, let me have*t} I long. 

Lewi, Why, that was when 

Three crabbed months had soured themselves to death. 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand. 
And clap thyself my love 5 then didst thou utter, 
/ am yours for ever. 

Her, It is Grace, indeed. — 

Why, lo you now, I have spoke, |p, the purpose 

: twice ; 
The one for ever earn*d a royial husband ; 
The othef, for some while a friend. 

[Giving her hand to Polixenes. 

Leon, Too hot, too hot: [Aside* 

To mingle friendship far, is mingling bloods. 
I have tremor cordis ' on me : — ^my heart dances ; 
But not for joy,— not joy. — ^This entertainment 
iAzj a free face put ouj derive a liberty 

* Trembling of the heaut. 
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From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom> 
And well become the agent: it may, I grant: 
But to be paddling palms, and pinching fingers. 
As now they are ', and making practisM smiles. 
As in a' looking-glass 5 — and then to sigh, as *twere 
The mort o' the deer 3* O, that is entertainment 
My bosom likes not, nor my brows. — ^Mamillius^ 
Art thou my boy ? 

Mam, Ay, my good lord. 

Leon, I*fecks > 

Why that's my bawcock J What, hast smutch'd thy 

nose ? — 
They say, it's a copy out of mine. Come, captain. 
We must be neat^ not neat, but cleanly, captain : 
And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf. 
Are all call*d, neat. — Still virginalling* 

[Observing Polixenes and Hermione. 
Upon his palm ? — How now, you wanton calf? 
Art thou my calf? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord. 

Leon. Thou want*st a rough pash, and the shoots 
that I have,5 
To be full like me :— yet, they say, we are 
Almost as like as eggs -, women say so. 
That will say any thing : But were they false 
As o'er-died blacks, as wind, as waters 5 false 
As dice are to be wished, by one that fixes 

* The tune played at the death of the deer. 
3 Hearty fellow* 

* /. e. Playing with her fingers as if on a spinnet. 

5 Thou wantefl a rough head| and the budding horns that 
I have. 
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No bourn * twixt his and mine 5 yet were it trae 
To say this boy were like me. — Come, sir page. 
Look on me with your welkin^ eye : Sweet villain ! 
Most dear'st! my collop!— Can thy dam?— may't 

*be? 
Affection! thy intention stabs the center: 
Thou dost make possible, things not so held^ 
Communicat*st with dreams 3 — (How can this be >)— 
With what's unreal thou coactive art. 
And feDow*st nothing : Then, 'tis very credent,^ 
Thou may* St co-join with something; and thou do8t| 
(And that beyond commission -, and I find it,) 
And that to the infection of my brains. 
And hardening of my brows. 

Pol, What means Sicilia ? 

Her, He something seems unsettled. 

Fol, How, my lord? 

What cheer? how is't with you, best brother? 
• Her* You look^ 

As if you held a brow of much distraction : 
Are you mov*d, my lord ? 

Leon, No, in good earnest.-^ 

How sometimes nature will beti*ay its folly. 
Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms ! Looking on the lines 
Of my boy's face, methoughts, I did recoil 
Twenty-three years j and saw myself unbreech*d. 
In my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzled^ 
Lest it should bite its master^ and so prove. 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous. 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel, 

s l^oundaryj 6 Blue* 7 Credible. 
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This sqnash^^ tins gentleman : — ^Mine honeat friend. 
Will you take eggs for money ?9 •, ; ' ' '; ^ 

Mam, No, my lord, 1*11 fight. 

Leoft. You will? .whyr happy jnan. be, his dole!'-* 
My brother, " * ' ' 

Are you so fond of youj* young prinde, as We 
Do seem' to be of ours ? 

Pol. If at home, sir. 

He's all my exercise, my mirth, my matter: 
Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy } 
J^y parasite, my soldier, statesman, all : 
He makes a July's day short as December j 
And, with his varying cbildness> curefcia'aiO' 
Thoughts thai would tUckjiPyJblood. 

Leon,: ' J*. * ' > So stands this squire 

Offic'dwithme: We two will Wdk, m3^1qrd> 
And leave you to your graver steps.— Hermione, 
How thoUiLoiv'at us,,show' in our brother's welcome; 
Let what' is 4e^ in Sicily, be cheap : 
Next to thyself> afid tny yotmg rover, he*s 
Apparent* to my heart. 

Her. If you would seek us. 

We are yours i*the garden : Shall*s attend you there ? 

Leon. To your own bents dispose you: you'll be 
found. 
Be you beneath the sky:— I am angling now. 
Though you perceive me not how I give line. 
Go to, go to ! 

lAside. Observing Polixenes and Hermions^ 
How she holds up the neb,^ the bill to him ! 

^ Pea-cod. 9 Will you be cajoled ? 

' May his share of life be an happy one I 

* Heir apparent^ next claimant. ^ Mouth. 



Scenih. WINTEKS TAUK IS 

And arms her vnih the bdidness of a wife ' 
To her sSlGWiAg^ husband ! Gone akeady,- 
Inch-tkick> ' kitee-deep 3 o*er head and ears a fork'd 
.«oDe. ^ k ■ ■ ■ . • .-■ 
"•'. [Bc«Mfe''PoitiXEifHS) HEkMiOKBj /iKil At- 
tendants. ' 
Go, play, boy, play; — thy mother plays, atidl ' ' 
Play too; but so disgrac*d a part, whose issue 
Will hiss me to my grave; contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell.— Go, play, boy, play; — ^There 

have been, 
Orl'am much de<5eiv'd, cuckolds ere now; 
And many a man there is, even at this present. 
Now, 'WBite 1 ^k tfife,- ttoldtf hi< tidfe bythe arm. 
That little diinks ihe has been slud'd*{ti* his absence. 
And his pond fish'd by his next neighbour, by 
Sir JSpule^ .hjis .i^^igttbour: nay, there*s comfort in*t. 
Whiles other men have gates; and those gates open*d. 
As mine, against their will : Should all despair^ 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves. Physick for*t there is none ; 
It is a bawdy planet, that will strike 
Where 'tis predominant; and 'tis powerful, think it. 
From east, west, north, and south : Be it concluded. 
No barricado for a beDy; know it; 
It will let in and out the enemy. 
With bag and baggage : many a thousand of us 
Have the disease, and feel't not. — How now, boy? 
Mam. I am like you, they say. 
I^on^ Why that's some comfort.— 

What! Camillo there? 

^ ApproYins* ' A horned one, a cuckold. 
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Cam, Ay, my good lord. 

Leon, Goplay^Mamilliusj thou'rt an honest man .^-» 

lEont Mamillius. 
Camillo, this great sir will yet stay longer. 

Cam, You had much ado to make his anchor 
hold: 
When you cast out, it still came home. 

Leon. Didst note it ? 

Cam, He would not stay at your petitions; made 
His business more material. 

Leon, Didst perceive it ?— ^ 

They*re here with me already 5 whispering, rounding,^ 
SiciUa is a so-forth: "Us far gone. 
When I shall gust^ it last. — ^How came't, Gamillo, 
That he did stay ? 

Cam. At the good queen's entreaty. 

Leon, At the queen's, be't : good, should be per- 
tinent; 
But so it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any understanding pate but thine ? 
For thy conceit is soaking, will draw in 
More than the common blocks : — ^Not noted, is*t. 
But of the finer natures ? by some severals. 
Of head-piece extraordinary ? lower messes,* 
Perchance, are to this business purblind : say. 

Cam, Business, my lord? I think, most understand 
Bohemia stays here longer. 

Leon. Ha ? 

Cam, Stays here longer. 

Leon, Ay, but why ? 

• To round in the ear was to tell secretly, 
7 Taste; * Inferiors in rank. 
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Cam. To satisfy your highness^ and the entteatief 
Of our most gracious mistress. 

Lean. Satisfy 

The entreaties of your mistress ? satisfy?— 

Let that suffice. I have trusted thee^ Camilio^ 
With all the nearest things to my heart, as well 
My chamber-councils : wherein, priest-like, thou 
Hast cleans*d my bosom ; I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform*d : but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceived 
In that which seems so. 

Cam. Be it forbid, my lord! 

Leon. To bide uponH) — Thou art not honest: or. 
If thou indin'st that way, thou art a coward; 
Which hoxes^ honesty behind, restraining 
From course required : Or else thou must be counted 
A servant, grafted in my serious trust. 
And therein negligent; or else a fool. 
That seest a game play'd home^ the rich stake drawn. 
And tak'st it all for jest 

Cam. My gracious lord, 

I may be negligent, foolish, and fearful ; 
In every one of these no man is free. 
But that his negligence, his foUy, fear. 
Amongst the infinite doings of the world. 
Sometime puts forth : In your affairs, my lordly ] 
If ever I were wilful-negligent. 
It was my folly 5 if industriously 
I play'd the fool, it was my negligence. 
Not weighing well the end j if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the issue doubted, 

9 Tq hox is to hamftring* 
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Whereof the execution did cry out 
Against the non-performance, 'twas a feaf 
Which oft afiects the wisest : these, my lord. 
Are such allow'd infirmities, that honesty 
Is never free of. But, 'beseech your grace. 
Be plainer with me ; let me know my trespass 
By its own visage : if I then deny it, 
Tis none of mine. 

Leon. Have not you seen,- Gamillo, 

(But that's past doubt: you have; or your eye-glasi 
Is thicker than a cuckold's horn ;) or heard, 
(For, to a vision so apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute,) or thought, (for cogitation 
Resides not in that man, that does not think it,) 
My wife is slippery? If thou wilt confess, 
(Or else be impudently negative. 
To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thotight,) then say. 
My wife's a hobbyhorse 5 deserves a name 
As rank as aiiy flax-wench, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight: say it, and justify it. 

Cam. I would not be a stander-by, to hear- 
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without ' 
My present vengeance taken : 'Shrefw my Hekrt, 
You never spoke what did become-you less 
Than this> which to reiterate, were sin * 
As deep as that, though true. 

I^on, Is whispering nothing? 

Is leaning cheek to cheek? is meeting noses ? 
Kissing with inside lip? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh ? (a note infallible 
Of iMreaking honesty:) horsing foot on foot? 
Skulking in comers ? wishing clocks more swift ? 
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Uctoj^, minutes? iioon> midnight ? and all eyes bliiid 
l^th the pia and web^' but theirs, theirs only. 
That would unseen be wicked ? is this nothing ? 
Why, then the workL and all that's in*t, is nothing; 
The covering sky is nothing; Bohemia nothing; 
My wiie ii nothing; nor notlung have these no«* 

things. 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my k>rd, be cur*d 

Of this diseas*d opinion, and betimes; 
For 'tis most dangerous. 
Lean. Say, it be; 'tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my lord. 

Leon. It is; you lie, you lie: 

I say, thou liest, Camillo, and I l^te thee; 
Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave; 
Or else a hovering temporizer, that 
Canst with thine eyes at (mce see good and evil. 
Inclining to them both : Were my wife's Uyer ^ 
Infected as her life, she would not live 
The running of one glass.* 
Cam. Who does infect her ? 

Leon. Why he, that wears her like her medal^ 
hanging 
About his neck, Bohemia: Who— if I 
Had servants true about me : that bare eyes 
To see alike mine honour as their profits. 
Their own particular thrifts,— they would do that 
Which should undo more doing : Ay, and thou. 
His cup«bearer,—- whom I from meaner form 
Have bench'di and rear'd to worship; who may*st see 

* Difordersofthaeye. ^ Hour-gUss. 

VOL. IV. C 
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Plainly^ as heaven sees earthy and earth sees heaven. 
How I am galled,— might'st bespice a cup. 
To give mine enemy a lasting wink j 
Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam, Sir, my lord, 

I could do this 5 and that with no rash^ potion. 
But with a lingering dram, that should not work 
Maliciously 4 like poison: But I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress. 
So sovereignly being honourable. 
I have lov*d thee, 

Leon, Make*t thy question, and go rot! 

Dost think, I am so muddy, so unsettled. 
To appoint myself in this vexation ? sully 
The purity and whiteness of my sheets. 
Which to preserve, is sleep 3 which being spotted. 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps ? 
Give scandal to the blood o* the prince my son. 
Who, I do think is mine, and love as mine ; 
Without ripe moving to't ? Would I do this? 
Could man so blench ?^ 

Cam. I must believe you, sir; 

I do; and will fetch off Bohemia for*t : 
Provided, that when he's removed, your highness 
Will take again your queen, as yours at first j 
Even for your son's sake ; and, thereby, for sealing 
The injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Known and allied to yours. 

Leon, Thou dost advise me. 

Even so as I mine own course have set down : 

3 Hasty, 4 Maliciously, with efifbcts openly hurtful. 
s /• e. Could any man so start oflTfrom propriety ? 
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ril give no blemish to her honour^ none. 

Cam. My lord, 
60 then 5 and with a countenance as clear 
As friendship wears at feasts, keep with fiohemiay 
, And with your queen : I am his cupbearer ; 
If from me he have wholsome beverage^ 
Account me not yoursenrant. 

Leon. This is all: 

Do't^ and thou hast the one half of my heart ; 
Do*t not, thou 8plit*st thine own. 

Cam. 1*11 do't, my lord^ 

£ecm. I will seem friendly, as thou hast adyis'd me. 

Cam. O miserable lady ! — ^But, for me. 
What case stand I in ? I must be the poisoner 
Of good Polixenes : and my ground to do*t 
Is the. obedience to a master; one^ 
Who^ in rebellion with himself, will h^e 
All that are his, so too.-^To do this deed> 
Promotion follows : If I could find example 
Of thousands, that had struck anointed kings. 
And £ouri8h*d after, I*d not do*t: but since 
Nor brass nor stone, nor parchment^ bears not one. 
Let villainy itself forsweaft. I must 
Forsake the court : to do*t, or no^ is certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy star, reign now ! 
Here comes Bohemia. 

Enter Polixenes. 

Po/' This is strange ! methinks^ 

My favour here begins to warp. Not speak ?• 

Good-day^ CamiUo. 

c2 
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Cam» Hsal, most ro^al sir! 

Pol. What is the news i* the court? 

Cam, Nonerare^ tnj lore 

Pol. The king hath on him such a countenance. 
As he had lost some province^ and a region, 
Lov*d as he lores himself: even now I met him 
With customary" compliment 5 when he. 
Wafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, speeds from me $ and 
So leaves me^ to consider what is breeding. 
That changes thus his manners. 

Camx I dare not know, my lord. 

PoL How! dare not? do not. Do you kaovf 
and dare not 
Be intelHg^t to me? 'Tis thereabouts; 
For, to yourself, what you do know, you must ; 
And cannot say, you dare not* Good Camillo, 
Your chang*d complexicms are to me a mirror. 
Which shows me mine chang*d to : for I must be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
Myself thus a1ter*d with it. 

Cam, There is a sickness 

Which puts some of us in distemper; but 
I cannot name the disease ; and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

PoK How ! caught of me? 

Make me not sighted like the basilisk : 
I have look*d on thousands, who have sped the bettei 
^y my regard, but kill'd none so. Camillo,- 
As you are certainly a gentleman ; thereto 
Clerk-like, experienc'd, which no less adorns 
Our gentry, than our parents* noble names. 
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In whose success ^ we are gende^'z— *I beseech jouj 
If yoh know aught which does behove wy koow- 

ledge 
Thereof to be in&urm'd^ imprison it not 
lo ignorant concealment. 

Cam» I may not answer. 

Pol, A sickness caught of me^ and yti I well ! 
I must be answered.— Dost thou hear^ Camillo, 
I c6njure thee^ by all the parts of man. 
Which honour does acknowledge^*— whereof the least 
Is not this suit of mine^— diat thou declare 
What incidency thou dost guess of harm 
Is creeping toward me ; how £ar t/S, how near; 
Which way to be prevented, if to be; 
If not, how best to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, 1*11 tdl you; 

Since I am charged in honour, and by him 
That I think honourable : Therefore, mark ray 

counsel ; 
Which must be even as swiftly followed, as 
I mean to utter it 3 or both youraeif and me 
Ciy, Umt^ and so good-night. 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

Cam, I am appointed Him to murder you^. 

Pol, By whom, CamiUo ? 

Cam, By the king. 

Pol, For what ? 

Cam, He thinks, nay, with all confidence he 
swears, 

^ For succession. . 
7 Gentle was opposed to simple; well born. 
* i.4, I am the person appointed, Sec. 
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As he had seen*t^ or been an instrument 

To vice9 you to't, — that you have touched his queen 

Forbiddenly. 

PoL O, then my best blood turn 

To an infected jelly; and my name 
Be yok*d with his> that did betray the best ! 
Turn then my freshest reputation to 
A savour, that may strike the dullest nostril 
Where I arrive 5 and my approach be shunn*d, 
Nay, hated too, worse than the greatest infection 
That e'er was heard, or read ! 

Cam, Swear his thought over 

By each particular, star in heaven, and 
By all their influences, you may as well 
Forbid the sea for to obey the moon. 
As or, by oath, reinove, or counsel, shake. 
The fabrick of his folly $ whose foundation 
}s pird upon his faith,' and will continue 
The standing of his body. 

PoL How should this grow ? 

Catn, I know not: but, I am sure, 'tis safer to 
Avoid what's grown, than question how *tis born. 
If therefore you dare trust my honesty, — 
That lies enclosed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn'd, — ^away to-night. 
Your followers I will whisper to the business ; 
And will, by twos, and threes, at several posterns. 
Clear them o* the city : For myself, I'll put 
My fortunes to your service, which are here 
By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain ; 
For, by the honour of my parents, I 

9 Praw. > Settled belief. 
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Have utter'd truth : which if you seek to prove, 

I dare not stand by ; nor shall you be safer 

Than one condemned by the king's own mouthy 

thereon 
His execution sworn. 

Pol. I do believe thee : 

I saw his heart in his face. Give me thy hand ; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places shall 
Still neighbour mine ; My ships are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 
Two days ago.— This jealousy 
Is for a precious creature : as she's rare. 
Must it be great ; and, as his person's mighty. 
Must it be violent ; and as he does conceive 
He is dishonour'd by a man which ever 
Profess'd to him, why, his revenges must 
In that be made more bitter. Fear o'ershades me : 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothing >^ 

Of his ill-ta'en suspicion ! Come, Camillo ; 
1 will respect thee as a father, if 
Thou bear'st my life off hence : Let us avoid. 

Cam, It is in mine authority, to command 
The keys of all the posterns : Please your highness 
To take the urgent hour 2 come^ sir^ away. 

lExeunt. 
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ACTII. 
SCENE I. The same. 

jEfi^er Hermione^ Mamillius^ and Ladies. 

Her. Take the bay to you: he so troubles me^ 
Tis past enduring. 

1 Ladif. Come, my gracious lord. 

Shall I be your play-fdlow ? 

Mam. No, I'll none of you* 

1 Lady. Why, my sweet lord ? 

Mam. You'll kiss me hard $ and speak to me as if 
I were a baby still.-^I love you better. 

2 Lady. And why so, my good lord ? 

Mam. Not for because 

Your brows are blacker) yet black brows, they say. 
Become some women best ; so that diere be not 
Too much hair there, but in a semi-drcle. 
Or half-moon made with a pen. 

2 Lady. Who taught you this? 

Mam. I leam'd it out of women's faces. — ^Pray n6w 
What colour aye your eye-brows ? 

1 Lady. Blue, my lord. 
Mam. Nay, that's a mock: I have seen a lady's 

nose 
That has been blue, but not her eye-brows. 

2 Lady. Hark ye : 
The queen, your mother, rounds apace : we shall 
Present our services to a fine new prince. 

One of these days; and then you'd wanton with us. 
If we would have you. 
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\Lady. She is spread of late 

Into a goodly bulk: Good time encounter her ! 

Her. What wisdom stirs amongst you ? Come, sir, 
now 
I am for you again : Pray you, sit by us. 
And tell 's a tale. 

Mam. Merry, or sad, shall*tbe? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A sad tale's best for winter : 

I have one of apritei and goblins. 

Her. Let's have that, sir* 

Come on, sit down:— Gome on, and do your best 
To fiight me widi your sprites: you're powerful 
at it. 

Mam. Theie was • man,— — 

Her. Nay, come, ait down ; tiien on. 

Mam: Dwelt by a church-yard j — I will tell it 
softly; 
Yon crickets shall not hear it. 

Her. Come on then. 

And give't me in mine ear. 

Enter Leoktes, Aktioonus, Lords, and Others. 

Lean. Was he met there? his train ? CamiUo with 

iiim? 
1 Lord. Bdiind the tuft of pines I met them; 
never 
Saw I men scour so on their way : I ey'd them 
Even to their ships. 

Leon. How bless'd am I 

In my just censure?* in my true opinion ?— 

* Judgment. 
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Alack, for lesser knowledge!' How accurs'd. 
In being so blest ! — ^There may be in the cup 
A spider* steep'd, and one may drink ^ depart. 
And yet partake no venom 5 for his knowledge 
Is not infected : but if one present 
The abhorr*d ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drank^ he cracks his gorge, his sides. 
With violent hefts 'J — I have drank, and seen the 

spider. 
Camillo was his help in this, his pander :— 
There is a plot against my life, my crown ; 
Airs true that is mistrusted : — that false villain. 
Whom I employed, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He has discovered my design, and I 
Remain a pinch'd thing ;^ yea, a very trick 
Por them to play at will ;— How came the posterns 
So easily open ? 

1 Lord. By his great authority } 

Which often hath no less prevailed than so. 
On your command. 

Leon. ^ I know't too well.'— • 

Give me the boy; I am glad^ you did not nurse him: 
Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her. What is this ? sport ? 

Leon. Bear the boy hence^ he shall not come about 
her; 
Away with hinci : — and let her sport herself 
With that she's big with ; for *tis Polixenes 

3 O that my knowlege were less. 

* Spiders were esteemed poisonous in our author's time. 

s Heavings. ^ A thipg pinched out of clouts> a puppet* 
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Has made thee swell thus. 

Her. But I'd say^ be had nott 

And, I'll be swom, you would believe my saying, 
Howe*er you lean to the najrward. 

Leon. You, my lords^ 

Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 
To say, she is a goodly lady, and 
The justice of your hearts will thereto add, 
'Tis pity she's not honest, honourable : 
Prmse her but for this her without-door form, 
(Which, on my faith, deserves high speech,) and 

straight 
The shrug, the hum, or ha j these petty brands. 
That calumny doth use :— O, I am out. 
That mercy does ; for calumny will sear' 
Virtue itself :-^these shrugs, these hums, and ha's. 
When you have said, she's goodly, come between. 
Ere you can say she*s honest : But be it known. 
From him that has most cause to grieve it should be. 
She's an adultress. 

Her. Should a villain say so. 

The most replenished villain in the world. 
He were as much more villain ; you, my lord, 
Do but mistake. 

Leon, You have mistook, my lady, 

Polixenes for Leontes : O thou thing. 
Which I'll not call a creature of thy place, 
Jjdst barbarism, making me the precedent. 
Should a like language use to all degrees. 
And mannerly distinguishment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar \ — I have said, 

. 7 Brand as iofamous* 
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She*f an adultress ; I hare said with whom : 
' More, the*s a traitor ; and Caroillo is 
A federarj* with her ^ and one that knowg 
What she should shame to know hersdf^ 
Bot9 with her most vile principal, that she's 
A bed-swerver, even as bad as those 
That vulgars give bold titles 5 aj, and privy 
To this their late escape. 

Her. No, by mj life, 

Pnvy to none of this : How will this grieve yon^. 
When you shall come to clearer knowledge^ that 
You thus have published me? CSentle my lord. 
You scarce can right me throughly then, to say 
You did mistake. 

Leon. No, no; if I mistake 

In those foundaticms which I build upon. 
The center is not big enou^ to bear 
A school-boy*s top. — Away with her to prison : 
He^ who shall speak for her, is afar <^guil^,' 
But that he speaks.^ 

Her. There's some ill planet reigns : 

I must be patient, till the heavens look 
With an aspect more favourable.— -Good my lords, 
I am not prone to weeping, as our sex 
Commonly are; the want of which vain dew. 
Perchance, shall dry your pities : but I have 
That honourable grief lodg*d here, which bums 
Worse than tears drown : 'Beseech you all, my lords^ 
With thoughts so qualified as your charities 
Shall best instruct you, measure me ;-^and so 

* Confederate. 9 Only. ' Remotely guiltjr« 

* In merely speaking. 
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The king's will be perform'd ! 

Lean. ShaU I be heard ? 

[To the Guardi. 

Her. Who is't> that goes with me ?-^'Beseech 
yoai highness, 
H7 women may be with me^ for> yoa see. 
My plight requires it Do not weep, goodfocdsi 
There is no cause: when 70U shall know^ jroor 

' mistress 
Has desenr'd prison, then abound in tears. 
As I come out: this action, I now go on, 
I» for my better grace.-— Adieu, my lord : 
I never wish'd to see you sorry ; now, 
I trust, I shall.— »My women, come; you hart 
leare. 

Leon. Go, do our bidding ; hence. 

lExemt Queen and Ladies. 

1 Lord. 'Beseech your highness, call the queen 
agdn. 

Ant Be certain what you do, sir; lest your jusdce 
Prove violence; in the which three great ones sufier. 
Yourself, ^ur queen, your son. 

1 Lord^ For her, my lord,— 

I dare my life lay down, and will do't, sir. 
Please you to accept it, that the queen is spotless 
I'tbe eyes of heaven, and to you ; I mean. 
In this which you accuse her. 

Ant. If it prove 

She*s otherwise. Til keep my stables ' where 
1 lodge my wife ; I'll go in couples with her ; 
Than when I fed, and see her, no further trust her; 

s Take my station* 
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For every inch of woman in the world. 
Ay, every dram of woman's flesh, is false. 
If she be. 

Leon. Hold your peaces. 

1 Lord. Good my lord, — 

Ant. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves : 
You are abus'd, and by some putter-on,* 
That will be damn'd for't 5 'would 1 knew the villain, 
I would land-damn him : Be she honour-flaw'd,— 
I have three daughters ; the eldest is eleven 5 
The second, and the third, nine, and some Ave ; 
If this prove true, they'll pay for't:, by mine honour,. 
I'll geld them all) fourteen they shall not see. 
To bring false generations : they are co-heirs > I 

And I had rather glib myself, than they 
Should not produce fair issue* 

Leon. Cease ; no more. 

You smell this business with a sense as cold 
As is a dead man's nose : I see't, and feel't. 
As you feel doing thus ; and see withal 
The instruments that feel. 

Ant. ' If it be so. 

We need no grave to bury honesty 5 
There's not a grain of it, the face to sweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leon. What! lack I credit? 

1 Lord. I had rather you did lack, than I, my lord. 
Upon this ground : and more it would content me 
To have her honour true, than your suspicion ; 
Be blam*d for't how you might. 

Leon. Why, what need we 

^ Instigator. 
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Commune with you of this } but rather foUov 
Our forceful instigation ? Our prerogative 
Gills not your counsels ; but our natural goodness 
Imparts this : "which^-— If you (or stupified. 
Or seeming so in skilly) cannot, or will not. 
Relish as truth, like usy inform yourselves. 
We need no more of your advice : the matter. 
The loss^ the gain, the ordering on*t, is all 
Properly ours. - 

Jnt, And I wish, my liege. 

You had only in your silent judgment tried it. 
Without more overture. 

Lecm. How could that be ? 

Eidier thou art most ignorant by age. 
Or thou wert bom a fool. CanuUo's flight. 
Added to their familiarity, 
(Which was as gross as ever touched conjecture. 
That lacked sight only, nought for approbation,^ 
But only seeing, all other circumstances 
Made up to the deed,) doth push on this proceeding : 
Yet, for a greater confinnation, 
(For, in an act of this importance, 'twere 
Most piteous to be wild,) I have despatched in post. 
To sacred Delphos, to Apollo*s temple, 
deomenes and. Dion, whom you know 
Of stuff d sufficiency :^ Now, from the oracle ' 
They will bring all -, whose spiritual counsel had. 
Shall stop, or spur me. Have I done well ? 

1 Lord, Well done, my lord. 

Leon, Though I am satisfied, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet shall the oracle 

s Proof. ^ Of abilities mofe than sufficient. 
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Give rest to tbe minds oi others j sach as he. 
Whose ignorant crednlity will not 
Come up to the truth : So have we thought it good. 
From our free person she should be confined ; 
Lest that the treacheiy of the two^ fied henoe^ 
Be left her to perform. Come^ follow us 5 
We are to speak in publick : for this business 
Will raise us all. 

Ant. lAdde."] To laughter, as I take it^ 
If the good truth were known. [Exeunt. 
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The same. The outer Room qf a Prison. 

Enter Paulina and Attendants. 

Paulf The keeper of the prison, — call to him 5 

lExU an Attendant. 
Let him have knowledge who I am. — Good lady ! 
No court in Europe is too good for thee. 
What dost thou then in prison ?— *Now, good sir. 

Re-enter Attendant, with the Keeper* 

You know me, do you not ? 

Keep. For a worthy lady. 

And one whom much I honouTt 

Paul. Pray you, then. 

Conduct me to the queen. 

Keep. I may not, madam 3 to the contrary 
I have express conunandment. 

Paul. Here's ado. 

To lock up honesty and honour from 
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The access of gentle visitors ! ^Is it lawful. 

Pray you, to see her women ? any of them ? 
Emilia ? 

Keep. So please you, madam, to put 
Apart these your attendants, I shall bring 
Emilia forth. 

Paul, I pray now, call her. 

Withdraw yourselves. lExeunt Attend. 

Keq). And, madam, 

I must be present at your conference. 

Paul. Well, be it so, pr'ythee. ^^ lExit Keeper. 
Here's such ado to make no stain a ^tain^ 
As passes colouring. 

Re'cnter Keeper, with Emilia. 

Dear gentlewoman, how fares our gracious lady ? 

EmiL As well as one so great, and so forlorn. 
May hold together : On her frights, and griefs, 
(Which never tender lady hath borne greater,) 
She is, something before her time, delivered. 

Pml. A boy ? 

Emil, A daughter 3 and a goodly babe, 

.Lusty, and like to live : the queen receives 
Much comfort in*t : says, Afy poor prisoner, 
I am innocent as you. 

Pad, I dare be sworn :— — . 

These dangerous unsafe lunes? o' the king ! beshrew 

them! 
He must be told on*t, and he shall: thb office 
Becomes a woman best^ 1*11 J^ke't upon me : 
If I prove honey-mouth*d, let my tongue blister 3 

7 Frenzies, 
vol. IV. D 
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And never to my red-look*d anger be 
The trumpet any more : — ^Pray you, Emilia^ 
Commend my best obedience to the queen ; 
If she dares trust me with her little babe, 
111 show't the king, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to th* loudest: We do not know 
How he may soften at the sight o* the child; 
The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades, when speaking fails. 

£^7127. Most worthy madam^ 

Your honour, and your goodness, is so evident^ 
That your free undertaking cannot miss 
A thriving issue ', there is no lady living. 
So meet for this great errand : Please your ladyship 
To visit the next room, I'll presently 
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer ; 
Who, but to-day, hammer'd of this design ; 
But durst not tempt a minister of honour, 
Lest she should be denied. 

Paul. Tell her, Emih'a, 

1*11 use that tongue I have : if wit flow from it. 
As boldness ^om my bosom, let it not be doubted 
I shall do good. 

Emil, Now be you blest for it ! 

1*11 to the queen: Please you, come something nearer. 

Keep, Madam, irt please the queen to send the 
babe, 
I know not what I shall incur, to pass it. 
Having no warrant. 

Paul. You need not fear it, sir: 

The child was prisoner to the womb; and is. 
By law and process of great nature, thence 
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Free'd and enfranchised : not a party to 
The anger of the king ; nor guilty of. 
If any he, the trespass of the queen. 

Keep. I do believe it. 

Faul. Do not you fear ; upon 

Hioehonour^ I will stand 'twixt you and danger. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Tke mtme. A Room in the Palace* 

BiUtr LsoirTS8> AntioovvSj Lords^ and otker 

Attendants. 

Leon, Nor night, nor day, no rest : It is but weak- 
ness 
To bear the matter thus ; mere weakness, if 
The cause were not in being ; — ^part o'the cause> 
She, the adultress )— for the harlot king 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank 
And level * of my brain, plot-proof: but she 
I can hook to me : Say, that she were gone. 
Given to the fire, a moiety of my rest 
Might come to me again.^-— -Who's there ? 

1 Atten. My lord ? 

[Advancing^ 

Leon. How does the boy? 

1 Atten. He took good rest to-night > 

Tu hop'd, his sickness is discharged. 

Leon. To see. 

His nobleness ! 

* Msrk and aim. 
1)2 
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Conceiving the dishonour of his mother^ 
He straight declin*d^ droop*d^ took it deeply; 
Fasten'd and fix*d the shame on*t in himself; 
Threw off his spirit^ his appetite, his sleep. 
And downright languished. — Leave me solely i^^-go 
See how he fares. [Exit Attend.] — Fye, fyel m 

thought of him ; — 
The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me : in himself too mighty ; 
And in his parties, his alliance, — ^Let him be. 
Until a time may serve : for present vengeance. 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 
Laugh at me ; make their pastime at my sorrow : 
They should not laugh, if I could reach them; nor 
Shall she, within my power. 

JSw^er Paulina, with a Child. 

1 Lord, You must not enter. 

Favl. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second t 
me: 
Fear you his tjrrannous passion more, alas. 
Than the queen's life ? a gracious innocent soul ; 
More free, than he is jealous. 

Ant. That's enough. 

1 Atten. Madam, he hath not slept to-night 
commanded 
None should come at him. 

Paul, Not so hot, good sir ; 

I come to bring him sleep. 'Tis such as you,—* 
That creep like shadows by him, and do sigh 
At ea(h his needless heavings, — such 9s you 

9 Alone. 
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Nourish the cause of his awaking : I 
Do come with words as med*cinal as true ; 
Honesty as either; to purge him of that humour^ 
That presses him from sleep. 

Leon. What noise there, ho? 

Pan/. No noise^ my lord; but needful confiaience^ 
About some gossips for your highness. 

Lem, How ?— — 

Away with that audacious lady : Antigonus, 
t charg*d thee, that she should not come about me j 
I knew, she would. 

> Ant, I told her so, my lord. 

On your displeasure's peril, and on mine. 
She should not visit you. 

Leon, What, canst not rule her ? 

Favl, From all dishonesty, he can : in this, 
(Unless he take the course that you have done. 
Commit me, for committing honour,) trust it. 
He shall not rule me. 

Ant. Lo you no^j you hear! 

When she will take the rein, I let her run ; 
But ^he*ll not stumble. 

Faul. Good my liege, I ccMne,— 

And, I beseech you, hear me, who profess 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician. 
Your most obedient counsellor ; yet that dare 
Less appear so, in comfortthg your evils,' 
Than such as most seem yours :— -I say, I come 
From your good queen. 

Leon, Good queen! 

Faid, Good queen, my lord, good queen : I say^ 
good queen; > 

* Abetting your ill courses* 
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f 

And would by combat make her good^ so were I 
A man^ the worst' about you. 

Leon, Force her hence. 

Tatd. Let him^ that makes but trifles of his eyesj 
First hand me : on mine own accord^ 1*U off; 
But^ firsts 1*11 do my errand. — ^The good queen^ 
For she is good, hath brought you forth a daughter; 
Here 'tis} commends it to your blessing. 

{Laying down the ChUd, 

Leon, Out ! 

A mankind^ witch! Hence with her^ out o* door: 
A most intelligencing bawd ! 

FauL Not so : 

I am as ignorant in that, as you 
In so entitling me : and no less honest 
Than you are madj which is enough, 1*11 warrantj 
As this world goes, to pass for honest. 

Leon, Traitors ! 

Will you not push her out? Give her the bastard:-^ 
Thou, dotard, \To Antigonus.] thou art.woman- 

tir'd,-* unroosted 
By thy dame Partlet here, — ^take up the bastard ; 
Take't up, I say j give't to thy crone.^ 

Faul, For ever 

Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak*st up the princess, by that forced^ baseness 
Which he has put upon*t! 

Leon, He dreads his wife* 

^ Lowest. 3 Masculine. 

^ Pecked by a woman ; hen-pecked. 

5 Worn-out old woman. 

^ Forced is false; uttered with violence to trut]|» 



Scene III. WINTER'S TALB. 39 

Paul. So^ I would, you did; then, 'twere past a]) 
doubt, 
Y<ni*d call jour children yours. 

Lean. A nest of traitors I 

Ant, I am none, by this good light. 

Paul. Nor I ; nor any. 

Bat one, thafs herel'^ and that's himself : for be 
The sacted honour of himself, his queen's. 
His hopeful son's, his babe's, betrays to slander, . 
Whose sting is sharper than the sword's; and will not 
(For, as the case now stands, it is a curse 
He cannot be compeU'd to't,) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten. 
As ever oak, or stone, was sound. 

Leon. A callat,^ 

Of boundless tongue; who late hath beat her bn^ 

band. 
And now baits me !— -This brat is none of min^i 
It is the issue of Polixenes : 
Hence with it; and, together with tl^e dam. 
Commit them to the £re. 

Paul. It is yours ; 

And, might we lay the dd proverb to your chaige. 
So like you, 'tis the worse. — Behold, my lords. 
Although the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the &ther : eye, nose, lip. 
The trick of his frown, his forehead; nay, the valley. 
The pretty dimfdes <^ his chin, and cheek; his 

smilesi 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger :— - 
And, thou, good goddess nature, which hast made it 

« Tnai, 
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So like to him that got it^ if thou hast 
The ordering of the mind too^ *mongst all colours 
No yellow'' in*t) lest she suspect, as he does. 
Her children not her husband's ! . 

Leon. A gross hag !•«« 

And, lozel,' thou art worthy to be bang'd. 
That wilt not stay her tongue. 

Ant. Hang all the husbands. 

That cannot do that feat, you'll leave yourself 
Hardly one subject. 

Leon. Once more, take her hence. 

Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leon. I'll have thee bum'd. 

Paul. 1 care not: 

It is an heretick, that makes the fire. 
Not she, which burns in't. I'll not call you tyrant; 
But this most cruel usage of your queen 
(Not able to produce more accusation 
Than your own weak-hing'd fancy,) something 

savours 
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you^ 
Yea, scandalous to the world. 

Leon. On your allegiance. 

Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant. 
Where were her life ? she durst not call me so. 
If she did know me one. Away with her. 

Paw/. I pray you, do not push mej I'll be gone. 
Look to your babe, my lord 3 'tis yours : Jove send her 
A better guiding spirit ! — ^What need these hands ?i^ 
You, that are thus so tender o'er his follies, 

7 The colour of jealousy. P Worthless fellow. 
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Will never do him good^ not one of you. 

80, 80 : — Farewell j we are gone. J^Exii. 

Leon, Thou^ traitor^ hast set on thy wife to this.— 
My child? away with*t!— even thou, that hast 
A heart so tender o*er it, take it hence. 
And see it instantly consum'd with fire | 
£ven thou, and none but thou. Take it up strai^t: 
Within this hour bring me word 'tis done, 
(And by good testimony,) or I'll seize thy life. 
With what thou else call'st thine : If thou refuse. 
And wik encounter with my wrath, say so ; 
The bastard brains with these my proper hands 
Shall I dash out. Gro, take it to the fire; 
for thou sett'st on thy wife. 

Ant, I did not, sir : 

These lords, my noble fellows, if they please. 
Can clear me in*t. 

1 Lord, We can 5 my royal liege. 

He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

Leon, You are liars all. 

1 Lord, 'Beseech your highness, give us better 
credit: 
We have always truly serv'd you 5 and beseech 
So to esteem of us : And on our knees we beg, 
(As recompense of our dear services. 
Past, and to come,) that you do change this purposei 
Which, being so horrible, so bloody, must 
Lead on to some foul issue : We all kneel. 

Leon, I am a feather for each wind that blows :— « . 
Shall I live on, to see this bastard kneel 
And call me father ? Better burn it now. 
Than curse it then, , But;^ be it > let it live i 
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It shall not neither .-^You^ sir^ come you hither $ 

[To Antigokui 
You, that have been so tenderly officious 
With lady Margery, your midwife, there^ 
To save this bastard's life :< — ^for 'tis a bastard. 
So sure as this beard's grey,— -what will you adven 

ture 
To save this brat's life ? 

Ant, Anything, mylord. 

That my ability may undergo. 
And nobleness impose: at least, thus much; 
I'll pawn the little blood which I have left. 
To save the innocent : any thing possible. 

Leon, It shall be possible : Swear by this sword,* 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant. I will, my lord. 

Leon. Mark, and perform it, (seest thou?) for th 
fail 
Of anv point in't shall not only be 
Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu'd wife $ 
Whom, for this time, we pardon. We enjoin thee 
As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry 
This female bastard hence; and that thou bear it 
To some remote and desert place, quite out 
Gf our dominions; and that there thou leave it. 
Without more mercy, to its own protection. 
And favour of the climate. As by strange fortunt 
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee,*— 
On thy soul's peril, and thy body's torture, — 
That thou commend it strangdy to some place,' 

* It was andently a practice to swear by the cross at tl» 
hilt of a sword. 

■ f . €. Commit it to some place as a strangef . 
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Where chance may nurse, or end it : Take it up. 

Ant, I swear to do this, though a present death 
Had been more merciful.— Come on, poor babe : 
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens> 
To be thy nurses ! Wolves, and bears, they say. 
Casting their savageness aside, have done 
Like offices of pity .—Sir, be prosperous 
In more than this deed doth require ! and blessing. 
Against this cruelty, fight on thy side. 
Poor thing, condemned to logs ! 

[EnV, with the ChiUL 

Lean. No, 1*11 not rear 

Another's issue. 

1 Atten. Please your highness, posts^ 

From those you sent to the oracle, are come 
An hour since : Cleomenes and Dion, 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed. 
Hasting to the court. 

1 Lord. So please you, sir, their speed 

Hath been beyond account. 

Leon. Twenty-three days 

They have been absent: Tis good speedy foretds. 
The great A.pollo suddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you lords; 
Summon a session, that we may arraign 
Our most disloyal lady: for, as she hath 
Been publickly accus'd, so shall she have 
A just and open trial. While she lives. 
My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me ; 
And think upon my biddings ££zri0i#» 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I. The same. A Street in some Twm. 

£n^er Cleomenes ofidDiQN. 

Cko. The climate*s delicate 5 the air most sweet | , 
Fertile the isle ; the temple much surpassing 
The common praise it bears. 

Dion, I shall report^ 

For most it caught me> the celestial habits^ 
(Methinks^ I so should term them^) and the re^ 

verence 
Of the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice ! 
How. ceremonious^ solemn^ and unearthly 
It was i*the offering ! 

CUo. But^ of all^ the burst 

And the ear-deafening voice o*the orade^ 
Kin to Jove*s thunder^, so surpriz*d my sense^ 
That I was nothing. 

Dion. If the event o*the journey 

Prove as successful to the queen>— O, be't so !— • 
As it hath been to us^ rare> pleasant^ speedy^ 
The time is worth the use on*t.^ 

Cleo. Great Apollo^ 

Turn all to the best ! These proclamations^ 
So forcing faults upon Hermione^ 
I little like. 

Dim. The violent carriage of it 

Will clear^ or end^ the business : When the grade, 

* /. €. Our journey has recompensed us the time we 
spent in it. 
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Thus (by Apollo's great diviDe sealed up,) 

Shall the contents discover, something rare. 

Even* then will rush to knowledge. *—— Go,— -freshi 

horses 5— 
And gracious be the issue ! \Extunt. 

SCENE IL 

The same. A Court qf Juitice, 

L£0NT£.9^ Lords^ and Officers, appear properlf 

seated, 

Leon. This sessions (to our great grief^ we pro* 
nounce,) 
Even pushes 'gainst our heart : The party ixved. 
The daughter of a king $ our wife^ and one 
Of us too much belov*d.— Let us be cleared 
Of being tyrannous, since we so openly 
Proceed in justice; which shall have due course. 
Even* to the guilt, or the purgation.— 
Produce the prisoner. 

Offi, It is his highness' pleasure, that the queen 
Appear in person here in court.— Silence! 

Hermione is brought in, guarded; Paulina, and 

Ladies, attending, 

Leon, Read the indictment 

Qffi. Hermione, queen to the worthy Leontes, king 
qf Sicilia, thou art here accused and arraigned <^ 
high treason^ ih committing adultery with Polix^nes, 

Inng of Bobemiai and conspiring with Camillo to take 

% 

* EquaL > Equal. 
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amay the lift qf our sovereign lord the king, thy royal 
husband; the pretence^ whereof being by circumstance* 
partly laid open, thou, Hermione, contrary to tht 
faith and allegiance of a true subject, didst covncil and 
aid them, for their better safety, to fly away by night, 

Her. Since what I am to say, must be but that 
Which contradicts my accusation } and 
The testimony on my part, no other 
But what comes from myself ^ it shall scarce boot mc 
To say. Not guilty: mine integrity. 
Being counted falsehood,^ shall, as I express it. 
Be so receiv*d. But thus, — If powers divine 
Behold our human actions, (as they do,) 

1 doubt not then, but innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 

Tremble at patience. — ^You, my lord, best know, 

(Who least will seem to do so,) my past life 

Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true. 

As I am now unhappy ; which is more 

Than history can pattern, though devis'd. 

And play'd, to take spectators : For behold me,— 

A fellow of the royal bed, which owe^ 

A moiety of the throne, a great king*s daughter. 

The naother to a hopeful prince, — ^liere standing 

To prate and talk for life, and honour. Tore 

Who please to come •and hear. For life, I prize it 

As I weigh grief, which I would spare : for honourj 

'Tis a derivative from me to mine. 

And only that I stand for. I appeal 

To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes 

Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 

♦ Scheme Uud. s Treachery. ^ Own^ possess* 
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How merited to be so j since he came. 

With what encounter so uncurrent I 

Have strain'd^ to appear thus : if one jot beyond 

The bound of honour ; or, in act, or will> 

Tbt way inclining -, hardened be the hearti 

Of all that hear me, and my nearest of kia 

Cry, Fye upon my grave ! 

Ltm. I ne'er heard yet, 

Tliat any of these bolder vices wanted 
Less impudence to gainsay what they did, 
Hian to perform it first. 

Her, That's true enougii | 

Though 'tis a saying, sir, not due to me. 
Leon. You will not own it. 
Her. More than mistress of^ 

Which comes to me in nam^ of fault, I must not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 
(With whom I am accus'd,) I do confess, 
I lov'd him, as in honour he required ; 
With such a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me ; with a love, even such^ 
So, and no other, as yourself commanded : 
Which not to have done, I think, had been in me 
Both disobedience and ingratitude. 
To you, and toward your friend; whose love had 

spoke, - 
Even since it could speak, from an in&nt, freelj. 
That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy, 
I know not how it tastes -, though it be dish'd 
For me to try how : all I know of it. 
Is, that CamiUo wa$ an honest man ; 
And, why he left your court, the gods themselyes. 
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Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leon, You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have undertaken to do i^ his absence. 

Her, Sir, 
You speak a language that I understand not : 
My life stands in the level ^ of your dreams^ 
Which 1*11 lay down. 

Leon. Your actions are my dreanu 

You had a bastard by Polixenes, 
And I but dream*d it : — ^As you were past all shami 
(Those of your fact^ are so,) so past all truth: 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails : 
For as 

Thy brat hath been cast out, like to itself. 
No father owning it, (which is, indeed. 
More criminal in thee, than it,) so thou 
Shalt feel our justice; in whose easiest passage. 
Look for no less than death. 

Her, Sir, spare your threats 

The bug; which you would fright me with, I seek. 
To me can life be no commodity : 
The crown and comfort of my life, your favour^ 
I do give lost 5 for I do feel it gone. 
But know not how it went : My second joy. 
And first-fruits of my body, from his presence, 
I am barr'd, like one infectious : My third comfort 
Starred most unluckily,' is from my breast 
The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth. 
Haled out to murder : Myself on every post 
Proclaimed a strumpet 5 With immodest hatred, 

5 1$ within the reach. ^ They who have done like yo\ 

7 lU-starred ; born under an inauspicious planet. 
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He child-bed privilege denied^ which longs 
To women of all fashion : — ^Lastly^ hurried 
Here to this place, i*the open air, before 
I have got strength of limit.* Now, my li^^ 
Tell me what blessings I hdve here alive. 
That I should fear to die ? Therefore, proceed. 
But yet hear this ; mistake me not 5 ■ N o ! life/ 
I t^ze it not a straw i— 4>ut for mine hofnour, 
(Which. I would free,) if I shall be cohdemn'd 
Upon surmises 5 all proofs sleeping else. 
Bat what your jealousies awake 5 I tell you, 
Tis rigour, and not law. — ^Your honours all^ 
I do refer me to the oracle 5 
Ajollo be my judge. 

1 Lord. This your request 

Is altogether just: therefore, bring forth. 
And in Apollo's name, his oracle. 

[^Exemt certain Officefi. 

Ser. *rhe emperor of Russia was my father : 
0, that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial ! that he did but see 
The flatness of my miseiy^ yet with eyes 
Of J)ity, not revenge ! 

Re-enter Officers with Cleomenes and l)iox. 

OJi. You here shall swear upon this sword of 
justice. 
That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have 

^ • /. e. The degree of strength which it is customary to- 
acquire before women are su:^red to go abroad after child, 
bearing. 

VOL, IT. E 
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Been both at Delphos^ and from thence have brought 
This seal'd-up oracle, by the hand delivered 
Of great Apollo's priest; and that, since theo^ 
You have not dar'd to break the holy seal^ 
Nor read the secrets in't. 

Cleo. Dion. All this we swean 

Leon. Break up the seals, and read. 

Offi. [Reads,^ Hermione is chaste, Polixenei 
blameless, Camillo a true subject, Leontes ajeahui^ 
tyrant, his innocent babe truly begotten ; and the king 
shall live without an heir, if that, which is lost, be not 
found. 

Lords. Now blessed be the great Apollo ! 

Her. Praised ! 

Leon. Hast thou read truth ? 

Qfi. Ay, my lord ; even so 

As it is here set down. 

Leon. There is no truth at all i*the oracle : 
The sessions shall proceed; this is mere falsehood. 

Enter a Servant, hastily. 

SerCn My lord the king, the king ! 

Leon. What is the business ? 

Serv. O sir, I shall be hated to report it : 
The prince your son, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen's speed^^ is gone. 

Leon. How ! gone ? 

Sere. Is dead. 

Leon. Apollo's angry; and the heavens themselves 
Do strike at my injustice. [Hermione fodnts.} 
How now there ? 

9 Of the event of the Queen's trial. 
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Paul. This news is mortal to the queen :-^Look 
<jEown> 
And see what death is doing. 

Leon. Take her hence : 

Her heart is but overcharged 5 she will recover.— 
I have too much believ'd mine own suspicion :— 
*JBeseech you^ tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life.— ApoUo^ pardon 

lEgeunt Paulina and Ladies^ wUh Hskm. 
Bty great profaneness 'gainst thine oracle !-«* 
m reconcile me to Polixenes ^ 
New woo my queen ; recall the good CamiUo | 
Whom I proclaim a man of truths of mercy; 
FoTj being transported by my jealousies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge^ I chose 
Camillo for the minister^ to poison 
My friend Polixenes : which had been done> 
But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My swift command^ though I with death, and with 
Beward, did threaten and encourage him. 
Not doing it, and being done : he, most humane. 
And fill'd with honour, to my kingly guest 
Undasp'd my practice ; quit his fortunes here. 
Which you knew great ; and to the certain hazard 
Of all incertainties himself commended,^ 
No richer than his honour : — How he glisters 
Thorough my rust! and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker ! 

9 Committed. 
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Re-enter Paulina. 

Paul. Woe the whUe ! 

O, cut my lace ; lest my hearty cracking it. 
Break too ! 

1 Lord. What fit is this, good lady > 

Patd. What studied torments, tyrant, hast for me? 
What wheels ? racks ? fires ? What flaying ? boilings 
In leads, or oils? what old, or newer torturg 
Must I recdve ; whose every word desemes 
To taste of thy most worst ? Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealousies,—- 
Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine ! — O, think, what they have done. 
And then run mad, indeed 5 stark mad ! for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it. 
That thou betray dst Polixenes, 'twas nothing; 
That did but show thee, of a fool, inconstant. 
And damnable ungrateful : nor was't much. 
Thou would'st have poison'd good Camillo's honouTji 
To have him kill a king ; poor trespasses. 
More monstrous standii^ by : whereof I reckon 
The casting forth to crows tiby baby daughter. 
To be or none, or little 5 though a devil 
Would have shed water out of fire,' ere don't : 
Nor is*t directly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young prince 5 whose honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one so tender,) cleft the heart 
That could conceive, a gross and foolish sire 
Blemish'd his gracious dam : this is not, no, 

■ I. e. A devil would have shed tears of pity, ere he woul4 
have perpetrated such aa action. 
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Laid to thy answer : But the last^— O^ lords^ 
When I have said^ cry, woe !— the qoeen^ the qoeeo. 
The sweetest, dearest^ creature's dead; and ven- 
geance for*t 
Not dropp'd down yet. 

1 Lord. The higher powers forhid ? 

Paul. I say^ she's <kad) I'll swear' t: if wordj nor 
oathj 
Prevail not^ go and see: if you can bring 
Tinctore, or lustre, in her lip, her eye,^ 
Heat outwardly, or breath within^ 1*11 serve jrou 
As I would do the gods. — ^But, O thou tyrant ! 
Do not repent these things ; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake thet 
To nottung but despair. A thousand knees 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fastings 
Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert. 

Leon. Goon, goon: 

Thou canst not speak too much $ I have deserved 
All tongues to talk their bitterest 

1 Lord. Say no more; 

Howe'er the business goes, you have made fault 
I'the boldness of your speech. 

Paul. I am sorry for't ; 

All faults I make, when I shall come to know them, 
I do repent: Alas, I have show'd too much 
The rashness of a woman : he is touch'd 
To the noble heart—- What's gone, and what*s pa4 

help. 
Should be pest £^jdf: Do not receive afflictioB 
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At my petition, I beseech you 5 rather 

Let me be pmiish^d, that have minded you 

Of what you shovdd forget. Now, good my liege^ 

Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish wopian : 

The love I bore your queen, — ^lo, fool again !— 

I'll speak of her no more, nor of your children ; 

ril not remember you of my own lord. 

Who is lost too : Take your patience to you. 

And 111 say nothing. 

Leon. Thou didst speak but well. 

When most the truth -, which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Pr*ythee, bring me 
To *:ht dead bodies of my queen, and son : 
One grave shall be for both ; upon them shall 
The causes of their death appear, unto 
Our shame perpetual : Once a day I'll visit 
The chapel where they lie 5 and tears, shed there^ 
Shall be my recreation : So long as 
Nature will bear up with this exercise. 
So long I daily vow to us^ it. Ck>me, 
And lead me to these soitows. {Exeunt* 

SCENE III. 
Bohemia. A desert Country near the Sea, 

Enter AnfTiQOiivSf with the Child; and a Mariner. 

Ant, Thou art perfect* then, our ship hath touch'd 
upon 
The deserts of Bohemia ? 

Mar. Ay, my lord^ and fear 

^ Well-assured. 
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We have landed in ill time: the skies look grindy> 
And threaten present blusters. In my conscience. 
The heavens with that we have in hand are angry^ 
And frown upon us. 

Ant. Their, sacred wills be done !— -Go^ get aboard; 
Look to thy bark; I'll not be long^ before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your best haste; and go not 
Too far i*the land : *tis like to be loud weather $ 
Besides, this place is ^rnous for the creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon' t. 

Jnt. Go thou away : 

m foUow instantly. 

Mar. 1 am ^lad at heart 

To be so rid o*the business. [£rrV. 

Ant. Come, poor babe : * ■ 

I have heard, (but not believ'd,) the spirits of the 

dead 
May walk again: if such thing be, thy mother 
Appear*d to me last night ; for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature. 
Sometimes her head on one side, some another; 
I never saw a vessel of like sorrow. 
So fiU'd, and so becoming : in pure white robes. 
Like very sanctity, she did approach 
My cabin where I lay : thrice bow'd before me; 
And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 
Became two spouts : the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her : Good Antigonus, 
Since fate, against thy better disposition. 
Hath made thy person for the thrower^pui 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath,-'^ 
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JPlaces remote enough are in Bohetma^ 
There weep, and leave it crying ; and, for the babe 
Is counted lost for ever, Perdita> 
,Ipr'yth€e, calVt ; for this ungentle business, 
Fut on thee by my lord, thou ne*er shalt see 
Thy wife Paulina more .-—and so, wifii shrieks, 
She melted into air. Affrighted much, 
I did in time collect myself; ^d thought 
This was so, and no sluml^r. Dreams are toys ; 
Yet, for this once, yea, superstitiously, 
I will be squar*d by this. I do believe^^ 
Hermione hath §u^er'd death ; and that 
Apollo would, this being indeed the issue 
Of king Polixenes^ it should here be laid, 
^ither for life, or death, upon the earth 
Of its right father.— 'Blossom, speed thee well! 

^Layi^g dorm the Ch^. 
There lie; and there thy character:^ there these; 

[Laying down a ^w^e. 
Which may, if fortune please, bpth breed thee, 

pretty. 
And still rest thine.— —Thp stonn begins :— -Poor 

wretch. 
That, for thy piother's fault, art thus exposed 
To loss, and what may follow ! — ^Weep I cannotj. 
But my heart bleeds: and most accurs'd am I, 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this. — Farewell ! 
The day frowns more and more; thou art like to 

have 
A lullaby too rough : I never saw 
The heavens so dim by day. A savage clamour ?-9 

? The writiog afterward discovered with Ferdiuu 
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Wdl may I get aboard !— This is the chaoe; 

I am gone for ever. lExit, pursued by a Bear^ 

Enter an old Shepherd. 

Shep. I would, there were no age between ten and 

three and twenty 5 or that youth would sleep out the 

rest : for there is nothing in the between but getting 

wenches with' child, wronging the anciently, steal- 

ing, fighting. — Hark you now ! ■ W ould any but 

these boiled brains of nineteen, and two-and-twenty^ 

hunt this weather ? They have scared away two of 

my best sheep 5 which, I fear, the wolf will sooner 

find, than the master: if any where I have them^ 

'tis by the sea-side, browzing on ivy. Crood luck^ 

an't be thy will ! what have we here ^ [Taking up 

the Cfdld.'] Mercy on's, a bamej^ a very pretty 

bame! A boy, or a ichild,^ I wonder? A pretty one j 

a very pretty one : Sure, some scape : though I am 

3ot bookish, yet I can read waiting-gendewoman in 

he scape. This has been some stair-work, some 

hmk-work, some behind-door-work: they were 

varmer that, got this, than the poor thing is here* 

lU take it up for pity: yet I'll tarry till my soa 

come 3 he hollaed but even now. Whoa, ho boa I 

Enter Clown. 

Clo, Hilloa, loa ! > 

Shep. What, art so near ? If thouUt see a thing 
b talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. 
^hat ailest thou, man ? 

\^lo. I have seen two such sights, by sea^ and by 

f Child. 5 Female infaou 
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land ;— but I am not to say, it is a sea^ for it is now 
the sky ; betwixt the firmament and it^ you cannot 
thrust a bodkin*s points 

Shep. Why, boy, how is it ? 

Clo. I would, you did but see how it chafes^ how 
it rages, how it takes up the shore ! but that's not to 
the point : O, the most piteous cry of the poor souls ! 
sometimes to see em, and not to see *em: now the 
ship boring the moon with her main-mast} and anon 
swallowed with .yest and froth, as you*d thrust a 
cork into a hogshead And then for the land service^ 
^-To see how the bear tore out his shoulder-bone j 
how he cried to me for help, and said^ his name wad 
Antigonus, a nobleman : — But to make an end of 
the ship: — to see how the sea flap-dragoned* it:— 
but, first, how the poor souls roared, and the sea 
mocked them^ — and how the poor gentleman roared^ 
and the bear mocked him, both roaring louder thac 
the sea, or weather. 

Shep. *Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Clo. Now, now J I have not winked since I S30 
these sights : the men are not yet cold under wateTj 
nor the bear half dined on the gentleman 5 he's at it 
now. 

Shep. Would I had been by, to have helped the 
old man ! 

Clo, I would you had been by the ship side, to 
have helped her^ there your charity would hare 
lacked footing. [^AsUe. 

Shep. Heavy matters! heavy matters! but look 
thee here^ boy. Now bless thyself 5 thou mst'st 

• Swallowed. 
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mih things dyings I with things new born. Here*g 
a sight for thee^ look thee, a bearing-cloth' for a 
gquire*s child! Look thee here 3 take up, take up^ 
boy ; open't. So, let*s see ; It was told me, I should 
be rich by the fairies : this is some changeling:^-— 
open't : What's within, boy ? 

Clo. You're a made old man 3 if the sins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold ! 
an gold ! 

Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and 'twill prove so : 
up with it, keep it close 3 home, home, the next 9 
way. We are lucky, boy; and to be so still^ re- 
quires nothing but secrecy. — Let my sheep go:— 
Come, good boy, the next way home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your findings $ 
rU go see if the bear be gone from the gentleman^ 
and how much he hath eaten : they are never curst, ' 
but when they are hungry : if there be any of him 
kft, I'll bury it. 

Shep. That's a good deed : If thou may'st discern 
by that which is left of him, what he is^ fetch me 
to the sight of him. 

Clo, Marry, will I; and you shall help to put him 
i'the ground. 

Shep. *Tis a lucky day, boyj and we'll do good 
deeds on't. lExeimt^ 

7 The mantle in which a child was carried to be baptized. 
* Some child left behind by the fairies, in the room ot ont 
wKich they had stolen. 

9 Nearest. > Mischievous. 



eo WINTER'S TALE. Act IV. 

ACT IV. 

Enter Time, as Chorus, 

Time. I,— that please some, try all} both joy, land 

; terror. 

Of good and bad; that make, and unfold error,— 
Now take upon me. In the name of Time, 
To use my wings. Impute it not a crime. 
To me, or my swift passage, that I slide 
0*er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap;' since it is in my power 
To o'erthrow law, and in one self-bom hour 
To plant and o'erwhelm custom : Let me pass 
The same I am, ere ancient*st order was. 
Or what is now received : I witness to 
The times that brought them in ; so shall I do 
To the freshest things now reigning; and make stale 
The glistering of this present, as my tale 
Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing, 
I turn my glass ; and give my scene such growing. 
As you had slept between. Leontes leaving 
The effects of his fond jealousies ; so grieving. 
That he shuts up himself; imagine me,* 
Gentle spectators, that I now may be 
In fair Bohemia; and remember well, 
I mentioned a son o*the king's, which Florizel 
I now name to you ; and with speed so pace 
To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace 

■ /. r. Leave unexamined the progress, of the intermediatf 
time which filled up the gap in Perdita's stpry. 

^ Imagine for me. 
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Equal with wond*ring : What of her ensued^ 

I list not prophecy ; but let Timers news 

Be known^ when 'tis brought forth:— -a shepherd'i 

daughter^ 
And what to her adheres^ which follows after^ 
Is the argument' of time : Of this allow^^ 
If ever you have spent time worse ere now j 
If never yet^ that Time himself doth say^ 
He wishes earnestly^ you never may* [Exk* 

SCENE I. 
The tame. A Room in the Palace of Polixenes. 

Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 

Pol. I pray thee, good CamlUo, be no more im« 
poitonate : 'tis a sickness^ denying thee any thing | 
a deaths to grant this. 

Cam. It is fifteen years^ since I saw my country: 
though I have^ for the most part^ been aired abroad^ 
I desire to lay my bones there, fiesides^ the penitent 
king^ my master^ hath sent for me : to whose feeW. 
log sonmvs I might be some allay> or I o*erween^ to 
think so; which is a]:K>ther spur to my departure. 

PoL As thou lovest me^ Camillo^ wipe not out 
the rest of thy services^ by leaving me now : tho 
need I have of thee^ thine bwn goodness hath made j 
better not to have had thee^ than thus to want thee : 
thouy having made me businesses, which none, with- 
out thee can sufficiently manage^ must either stay to 
eiecnte them thyself, or t^ke away with thee the very 

} Subject. 4> Approve. s Think too highly. 
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services thou hast done : which if I have not enough 
considered^ (as too much I cannot,) to be more 
thankful to thee, shall be my study j and my profil 
therein, the heaping friendships.^ Of that fatal 
country Sicilia, pr'ythee speak no more : whose very 
naming punishes me With the remembrance of that 
penitent, as thou call*st him, and reconciled king, 
my brother ^ whose loss of his most precious que^Oj 
and children, are even now to be afresh lamented. 
Say to me, when saw'st thou the prince Florizel my 
son ? Kings are no less unhappy, their issue not being 
gracious, than they are in losing them, when they 
have approved their virtues. 

Cam, Sir, it is three days, «ince I saw the prince: 
What his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown: 
but I have, missingly, noted,^ he is of late much re- 
tired from court ; and is less frequent to his princdiy 
exercises, than formerly he hath appeared. 

Pol. 1 have considered so much, Camillo; and 
with some care *, so far, that I have eyes under my 
service, which look upon his removedness: from 
whom I have this intelligence; That he is seldom 
from the house of a most homely shepherd; a man, 
they say, that from very nothing, and beyond the 
imagination of his neighbours, is grown into an un- 
speakable estate. 

Cam, I have heard, sir, of such a man, who hath 
a daughter of most rare note : the report of her is ex- 
tended more, than can be thought to begin from such 
a cottage. 

Pol. That's likewise part of my intelligence. But, 

s Friendly offices. 6 Observed at intervals. 
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I fear the angle that plucks our son thither. Thoa 
shalt accompany us to the place : where we will, not 
appearing what we are, have some question" with the 
shepherd; fit>m whose simplicity, I think it not 
mieasy to get the cause of my son*8 resort tliither. 
?r*ythee» be my present partner in this business, and 
lay aside the thoughts of Sicilia. 

Cam, I willingly obey your command. 

Pol, My best Camillo !— We must disguise car* 
lelyes. lExewU. 

SCENE n. 

The 9ame, A Road near the^ Shepherd's Cottage^ 

Enter Autolycus, singings 

When daffodils begm to jpeer^— ^ 

With, heigh ! the doxy over the dale,'^ 
Why, then comes in the sweet o*the year ; 

Tor the red blood reigns in the winter's pakf 
% wHte sheet bleaching on the hedge ^-^ 

With, hey ! the sweet birds, 0, h(rjo they sing!-^ 
Doth set my pugging^ tooth on edge; 

For a quart of ale is a dish/or a king. 
The lark, that tirra^lirra chants, -^-^ 

With, hey! xoith, hey! the thrush and the jay c-^ 
Art summer songs for me and my aunts,^ 

While we lie tumbling in the hay, 

7 Talk. 
* ( e. The spring blood reigns orer the puts lately under- 
tHe dominion of winter. 

9 ThicYlsk. < Doxies. . 
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I have served prince Florizel, and^ in my tim^ woni 
three-pile;* but now I am out of service : 

But shall I go mourn for that, my dcai' ? 

The pale moon shines hy night : 
And when I wander here and there, 

I then do most go right. 

If tinkers may have leave to live. 

And hear the sow-skin budget ; 
Then my account I well may give, 

And in the stocks avouch it. 

My traffick is sheets ; when the kite builds^ look tcf 
lesser linen. My father named me, Autolycusj who, 
being, as 1 am, littered under Mercury, was lik^v^se 
a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles : With die, and 
drab, I purchased this caparison; and my revenue is 
the silly cheat :^ Gallows, and knock, are too power- 
ful on the highway : beating, and hanging, are terrors 
to me ; for the life to come, I sleep, out the thought 
of it. — ^A prize ! a prize ! 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Let me see:— Every *Ieven wether— tods;* 
every tod yields — pound and odd shilling: fifteen 
hundred shorn, — ^What comes the Wool to ? 

Aut. If the springe hold, the cock's mine. [Aside. 

Clo. I cannot do't without counters.^— Let me 

* Rich Yclvet. 3 Picking pockets. 

■^ Every eleven sheep will produce a tod or 28 pounds of 
wool. 

s Circular pieces of base metal antiently used by tb* 
illiterate to adjust their reckonings* 
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lee; what I am to buy for our sheep-shearing feast ? 

Three pound qf sugar ; ^five pound qf currants ; rice 

-—•What will this sister of mine do with rice ? But 

mj father hath made her mistress of the feast^ and 

sbe lays it on. She hath made me four-and-twenty 

nosegays for the shearers : three-man song-men^ all^ 

and very good ones; but they are most of them 

means'' and bases : but one Puritan amongst them^ 

and he sings psalms to hornpipes. I must have 

ii^ron, to colour th6 warden pies j* mace^-^dates,^^ 

nonej that's out of my note : nutmegs, seven ; a race, 

or two, qf ginger ; but that I may beg '^-^our pound 

of prunes f and as many of raisins dthe sttn. 

Aut.' O, that ever I was bom ! 

[Grovelling on the ground. 
Clo, I'the name of me,— — 
Avt. O, help me, help me! pluck but off these 
rags; and then, death, death ! 

Clo. Alack, poor soul ! thou hast need of nx>re 
rags to lay on thee, rather than have these off. 

Aut. O, sir, the loathsomeness of them ofiends me 
more than the stripes I have received; which are 
mighty ones and millions. 

Clo. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may 
come to a great hiatter. 

Aut. I am robbed, sir, and beaten; my money 
and apparel ta*en from me, and these detestable 
things put upon me. 
Clo. Whatj^ by a horse-man, or a foot-man ? 
Aut. A foot-man, sweet sir, a foot-man. 

^ Singers of catches in three parts. 7 Tenon 
* A species of pears. 

▼OL. IV. F 
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CU. Indeed, he should be a foot-man, fay the 
garments he hath left with thee; if this be ahorse* 
man's coat, it hath seen very hot service. Lend me 
thy hand, 1*11 help thee : come, lend me thy hand^ 

[Helping him up. 

Aut. O ! good sir, tenderly, oh ! 

Clo, Alas, poor soul. 

Aut, O, good sir, softly, good sir : I fear, sir, Wff 
ahoulder-blade is out. 

Clo, How now ? canst stand ? 

Aut, Softly, dear sir; [Picks his pocket.'] good sir, 
softly : you ha* done me a charitable office. 

Clo. Dost lack any money? I have a little money 
for thee. 

Aut. No, good sweet sir^ no, I beseech you, sir: 
I have a kinsman not past three quarters of a mile 
hence, unto whom I was going) I shall there have 
money, or any thing I want : Offer me no money, 
I pray you 5 that kills my heart. 

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that robbed 
you? 

Aut. A fellow, sir, that I have known to go about 
with trol-my-dames :9 I knew him, once a servant of 
the prince 3 I cannot tell, good sir, for which of his 
virtues it was, but he was certainly whipped out of 
the court. 

Clo. His vices, you would say; there*s no virtue 
whipped out of the court : they cherish it, to make 
it stay there;, and yet it will no more but abide.' 

Aut. Vices I would say, sir. I know this man 

9 The machine used in the game of pigeon-holes. 

' Sojourn. 
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well: he hath beien since an ape-bearei*; then a 
process-server, a bailiff; then he compassed a mo- 
tion^ of the prodigal son^ and married a tinker's wife 
within a mile whefe my land and living lies ^ and^ 
having flown over many knavish professions, he set- 
tled only in rogue : some call him Autolycus. 

C/o. Out upon him ! Prig,^ for my life> prig : he 
haunts wakes , fairs, and bear-^baitings. 

Ant, Very true, sir j he> sir, he) that's the rogue^ 
that put me into this apparel. 

Clo, Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia; 
if you had but looked big, and spit at him^ h'd have 
ran. 

Jut. I must confess to you, sir, I am no fighter: 
I am false of heart that way; and that he knew^ 
I warrant hini. 

Clo. How do you now ? 

Aut. Sweet sir, much better than I was; I can 
stand, and walk i I will even take my leave of you^ 
• and pace sofdy towards my kinsman's^ 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way ? 

Aut. No, good-faced sir ; no, sweet sir. 

Clo. Then fare thee well; I must go buy spices faif 
our sheep-shearing. 

Aut. Prosper you, sweet sir!*— [£atV Clown.] 
Your purse is not hot enough to purchase your spice, 
ril be with you at your sheep-shearing too : If I 
make not this cheat bring out another, and the 
shearers prove sheep, let me be unrolled^ and my 
name put in the book of virtue ! 

* Puppet-show. 3 Thief. 
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Jog o», jog on, thefoot'path way. 

And merrily hent ^ the stile-a : 
A merry heart goes all the day. 

Your sad tires in a mile-a, [Exk t 

SCENE m. 

The same, A Shepherd's Cottage, 

Enter Florizel and Perdita. 

Flo, These your unusual weeds to each part of you 
Do give a life : no shepherdess j but Flora, 
Peering in April's front. This your sheep-shearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods. 
And you the queen on't. 

Per. Sir, my gracious lord. 

To chide at your extremes,^ it not becomes mej 
O, pardon, that I name them : your high self. 
The gracious mark ^ o*the land, you have obscur*d 
With a swain's wearifig ; and me, poor lowly maid. 
Most goddess-like prank'd ^ up : But that our feasts 
In every mess have folly, and the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 
To see you so attired 5 sworn, I think. 
To show nayself a glass. 

Flo. I bless the time. 

When my good falcon made her flight across 
Thy father's ground. 

Per. ' Now Jove aiford you cause! 

To me, the difference* forges dread; your greatness 

♦ Take hold of. 

s Excesses. ^ Object of all. men's notice. 

7 Dressed with ostentation, * i. e. Of station* 
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Hath not been os'd to fear. Even now I tremble 
To thinks jour father^ by some accident^ 
Should pass this wzy, as you did : O, the fates ! 
How would he look, to see his work, so noble^ 
Vilely bound up ? What would he say ? Or how 
Should I^ in these my b6rrow*d flaunts, behold 
The sternness of his presence ? 

Fh. Apprehend 

Nothing but jollity. The gods themselves. 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The shapes of beasts upon them : Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd^ the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-rob'd god. 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain, 
As I seem now : Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer j 
Nor in a way so chaste : since my desires 
Run not before mine honour 3 normylu&t« 
Bum hotter than my faith. 

Per. O but, "dear sir. 

Your resolution cannot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd, as it must be, by the power o*the king: 
One of these two must be necessities. 
Which then will speak 5 that you must change thit 

purpose^ 
Or I my life. 

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita, 

With these forc'd' thoughts, I pr ythee, darken not 
The mirth o'the feast : Or I'll be thine, my fair. 
Or not my father's : for I cannot be 
l^ioe own> nor any thing to any^ if 

9 Far.fetched. 
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I be not thine: to this I am most constant^ 
Though destiny say^ no, Be merry^ gentle ; 
Strangle such thoughts as these^ with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guests are conuog: 
Lift up your countenance ; as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial^ which 
We two have sworn s}iall come, 

Yer. O lady fortune* 

6tand you auspicious ! 

'Enter Shepherd, with Polixenes and Camillo, 
disguised', Clown^ Mopsa^ Dorcas, and Others^ 

Flo. See, your guests approach; 

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly. 
And let's be red with mirth. 

Shep. Fye, daughter! when my old wife Wi^ 
upon 
This day, she was both pantler, butler, cook ; 
Both dame and servant: welcomed all; serv*d all: 
Would sing her song^ and dance her turn : no^ here. 
At upper end o'the table, now, i'the puddle } 
On his shoulder, and his : her face o' fire 
With labour; and the thing, she took to quench it^ 
She would to each one sip : You are retir*d. 
As if you were a feasted one, and not 
The hostess of the meeting : Pray you, bid 
These unknown friends to us welcome : for it ia 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench jour blushes ; and present yourself 
That which you are mistress o'the feast : Coqoe 
And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearings 
As your good flock shall prosper. 
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Per. Welcome, sir! [roPoi.. 

II is my fiither*s will, I should take on me 
The hostesship o*the day: — You're welcome, sir! 

[To Camillo. 
Gire me those flowers there, Dorcas.r->Re?erend sirs^ 
For you there's rosemary, and rue; these keep 
Seeming, and savoar,^ all the* winter long 2 
Grace, and remembrance, be to you both. 
And welcome to our shearing ! 

Pol. Shepherdesi, 

(A. fair one are you,) well you fit our ag^ 
With flowers of winter. 

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient^-* 

Not yet^n summer's death, nor on the birth 
Of tremWng winter, — the fairest flowers o'the season 
Are our carnations, and streak'd gillyflowers. 
Which some call nature's bastards : of that kinl 
Our rostick garden's barren ', and I care not 
To get slips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden^ 

Do you n^lect them ? 

Per. For * I have heard it said. 

There is an art, which, in their piedness, shares 
With great creating nature. 

Pol. Say, there be; 

Yet nature is made better by no mean. 
But nature makes that mean : so, o'er that art. 
Which, you say, adds to nature, b an art 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we many 
A gentler scion to the wildest stock ; 
And makf conceive a bark of baser kind 

9 Likeness and smdU > Because that. 
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By bud of nobler race -, This is an art 

Which does mend nature^— change it rather: bat 

The art itself is nature. 

Per. So it is. 

Pol. Then make your garden rich in gillyflowen^ 
And do not call them bastards. 

Per. n\ not put 

The dibble ^ in earth to set one slip of them : 
No more than, were I painted, I would wish 
This youth should say, 'twere well} and only there* 

fore 
Desire to breed by me. — Here's flowers for youj 
Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram 3 
The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun. 
And with him rises weeping ; these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and, I think, they are given 
To men of middle age : You are very welcome. 

Cam, I should leave grazing, were I of your fiock^ 
And only live by gazing. 

Per. Out, alas! 

You'd be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. — ^Now, mj 

fairest friend, 
I -would, I had some flowers o'the spring, that might 
Become your time of day j and yours, and yours; 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing : — O Proserpina, 
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let'st M 
.From Dis's ^ waggon ! daflbdils. 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty > violets^ dim 

^ * A tool to set plants. 3 Pluto. 
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Sat sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes. 

Or Cytherea's breath } pale primroses^ 

That die unmarried^ ere they can behold 

Bright Phoebus in his strength^ a malady 

Most incident to maids j bold oxlips^ and 

The crown- imperial -, lilies of all kinds. 

The flower-de-luce being one ! O, these I lack. 

To make you garlands of; and, my sweet friend. 

To strew him o*er and o'er. 

Flo, What? like a corse? 

Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play onj 
Not like a corse : or if, — not to be buried. 
Bat quick, -^ and in mine arms. Come, take your 

flowers : 
Methinks, I play as I have seen them do 
In Whitsun* pastorals : sure, this robe of mine 
Does change my disposition. 

Flo. What you do. 

Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet, 
Fd have you do it ever : when you sing, 
I'd have you buy and sell so 5 so give alms ; 
Pray so ; and, for the ordeyng your affairs. 
To sing them too : When you do dance, I wish you 
A wave o'the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that 5 move still, still so, and own 
No other function : Each your doing. 
So singular in each particular. 
Crowns what you are doing in the present deedi. 
That all your acts are queens. 

Per, O Doriples, 

Your praises are too large : but that your youths 

4 Living. 
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And the true blood> which fairly peeps throug)i itj 
Do plainly give you out an unstain'd shepherd > 
With wisdom I might fear^ my Doricles^ 
You woo'd me the false way. 

Flo. I thinks you have 

As little skill to fear, as I have purpose 
To put you to*t. — But, comej our dance, I pray: 
Your hand, my Perdita : so turtles pair. 
That never mean to part. 

Per. rU swear for 'em. 

Pol. This is the prettiest low-born lass, that ever 
Han on the green-sward:^ nothing she doci, or 

seems. 
But smacks of something greater than herself 3 
Too noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her something. 
That makes her blood look out : Grood sooth^ she iji 
The queen of curds and cream. 

Clo, Come on, strike vifm 

Dor. Mopsa must be your mistress : marry, garlicky 
To mend her kissing with.— • 

Mop. Now, in good time ! 

Clo. Not a word, a word; we stand upon our 
manners.— 
Come, strike up. [Musick, 

Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesseg, 

Pol. Pray, good shepherd, what 
Fair swain is this, which dances with your dai^ter } 
Shep^ They call him Doricles i and he boasts him« 
self 

5 Green tuif. 
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To have a worthy feeding -J but I have it 
Upon his own report^ and I believe it; 
He looks like sooth :^ He says^ he loves my daughter | 
1 think so too -, for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll stand, and read. 
As 'twere, my daughter's eyes : and, to be plain^ 
I think, there is not half a kiss to choose. 
Who loves another best. 
Pol. ' She dances featly.* 

Shep. So she does any things though I report it. 
That should be silent : if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sere. O master, if you did but hear the pedlar at 
the door, you would never dance again after a tabor 
and pipe; no, the bagpipe could not move you: he 
sings several tunes, faster than you'll tell money -, h» 
ntters them as he had eaten ballads, and all men's 
ears grew to his tunes. 

Clo, He could never come better : he shall come 
in : I love a ballad but even too well ; if it be dole- 
fid matter, merrily set down, or a very pleasant thing 
indeed, and sung lamentably. 

Serv. He hath songs, for man, or woman, of all 
sizes J no milliner can so fit his customers with 
gloves: he has the prettiest love-songs for maids; 
BO without bawdry, which is strange; with such 
delicate burdens of dildos and fadings ; jump her and 
tkump her; aod where some stretch-mouth'd rascal 

^ A valuable tract of pasturage, 5 Truth. < Neatly* 
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would, as it were, mean mischief, and break a foul 
gap into the matter, he makes the maid to answer. 
Whoop, do me no harm, good man; puts him off, 
slights him, with Whoop, do me no harm, good man. 

PoL This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkest of an admirable 
conceited fellow. Has he any unbraided wares ?^» 

Serv. He hath ribands of all the colours i'the rain- 
bow ; points, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia 
can learnedly handle, though they come to him by 
the gross; inkles,? caddisses,^ cambricks^ lawns: 
why, he sings them over, *as they were gods or god* 
desses; you would think, a smock were a she* 
angel; he so chants to the sleeve-hand,^ and the 
work about the square on't.* 

' Clo. IVythee, bring him in) and let him ap. 
proach singing. 

Per, Forewarn him, that he use no scurriloos 
words in his tunes. 

do. You have of these pedlars, that have more in 
*em than you'd think, sister. 

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 

Enter Autolycus, singings 
Lawn, as white as driven snow ; 
Cyprus, black as e'er was crow ; 
Gloves, as sweet as damask roses; 
Masks for faces, and Jbr noses; 
Bugle bracelet, necklace-amber, 
P erf ume for a lady* s chamber :^ 

* Plain goods. 7 Worsted galloon. * A kind of tape. 
9 The cuffs. * The work about the bosom. 

* Amber of which necklaces were made fit to perfame 
a lady's chamber* 
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* • ' 

Golden quoifs, and stomachers. 

For my lads to give their dears ; 

Pms and poking'Sticks of steel. 

What maids lack from head to heel : 

Come, buy of me, come; come buy, come buy; 

Buy, lads, or else your lasses cry ; 

Come, buy, Spc, 

Clo. If I were not Id love with Mopsa> thoa 
shodld'st take no money of me ; but being enthraU'4 
as I am, it will also be the bondage of certain ribands 
and gloves. 

Mop. I was promised them against the feast ^ but 
they come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promised you more than that^ or 
there be liars. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promised you : may 
be^ he has paid you more $ which will shame you to 
give him again. 

Clo. Is there no manners left among maids ? will 
they wear their plackets, where they should bear their 
faces ? Is there not milking-time, when you are going 
to bed, or kiln-hole,' to whistle off these secrets $ 
but y6u must be tittle-tattling before all our guests ? 
Tis well they are whispering: Clamour your tongues,^ 
and not a word more. 

Mop. I have done. Come, you promised me a 
tawdry lace,' and a pair of sweet gloves. 

Clo. Have I not told thee, how I was cozened by 
the way, and lost all my money ? 

' Fire-place for drying malt ; still a noted gossiping place. 

4 Ring a dumb peal. 
^ A lace to wear about the head or waist. 
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Aut, kxA, indeed, sir^ there are cozeners abroad; 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

Clo, Fear not thim^ man^ thou shalt lose nothing 
h^. 

Aut. I hope so> sir; for I have about me manj 
parcels of charge. 

Clo. What hast here ? ballads? 

Mof. Pray now, buy some: I love a ballad in 
print, a* -life \ for then we are sure they are true. 

Aut. Here's one to a very doleful tune. How a 
usurer's wife was brought to bed of twenty money-' 
bags at a burden 5 and how she longed to eat adders* 
heads, and toads carbonadoed. 

M(yp. Is it true, think you? 

Aut, Very truej and but a month old. 

JDor. Bless me from marrying a usurer ! 

Aut. Here's the midwife's name to't, one mistress 
Taleporter; and five or six honest wives' that were 
present : Why should I carry lies abroad ? 

ilfop. 'Pray you now, buy it. 

Clo, Come on, lay it by t And let's first see more 
ballads ; we'll buy the other things anon. 

Aut, Here's another ballad, of a fish, that ap- 
peared upon the coast, on Wednesday the fourscore 
of April, forty thousand fathom above water, and 
sung this ballad against the hard hearts of maids : 
it was thought, she was a woman, and was turned 
into a cold fish, for she would not exchange flesh 
with one that loved her : The ballad is very pitiful, 
and as true. 

T)or. Is it true too, think you ? 

Aut. Five justices' hands at it 3 and witnesses^ 
more than my pack will hold. 
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Cfo. Lay it by too : Another. 

Aut, This is a merry ballad -, but a very pretty one* 

Map. Let's have some merry ones. 

Aut, Why this is a passing merry one; and goes 
to the tane of, T^o maids wooing a man : there's 
scarce a maid westward, but she sings it 5 'tis in re- 
quest, I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both sing it; if thoult bear a part, 
thou shalt hear } 'tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on't a month ago, 

Aut, I can bear my part; you must know, 'tis my 
occapadon : have at it with you. 

SONG, 

A, Get you hence, for I must go j 
Where, it fits not you to know, 
D. JVhither? M. 0, whither? D. Whither 9 
M, It becomes thy oath full well. 
Thou to me thy secrets tell: 
D. Me too, let me go thither. 

M. Or thou go* St to the grange, or mill: 
D. If to either, thou dost ill. 

A. Neither. D. What, neither? A. Neither. 
D. Thou hast sworn my love to be; 
M. Thou hast sworn it more to me : 

Then, whither go'st? say, whither? 

Clo. We'll have this song out anon by ourselves j 
My father and the gentleman are in sad^ talk, and 
Well not trouble them : Come, bring away thy pack 
after me. Wenches, I'll buy for you both : — Pedler, 
^*8 have the first choice. — Follow me, girls. 

• Serious. 
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Aut, And you shall pay well for 'em. ^An^i 

Will you buy any tape. 
Or lace for your cape. 
My dainty duck, my dear^a ? 
Any silk, any thread. 
Any toys for your head. 
Of the new*st, and fin' st, fin* it wear^a f 
Come to thepedler; 
Money's a medler, 
that doth utter "^ all men*s ware-^a, 

[Exeunt Clown, Autolycus, Dokcas, 
and Mops A. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sere. Master, there is three carters, three shep- 
herds, three neat-herds, three swine-herds, that have 
made themselves all men of hair 3^ they call them- 
selves sal tiers :^ and they have a dance which the 
wenches say is a gallimaufry ' of gamhols, because 
they are not in'tj but they themselves are o'the min4 
(if it be not too rough for some, that know little bui 
bowling,) it will please plentifully. 
' Shep, Away! we'll none on'tj here has been toe 
much humble foolery already: — ^I know, sir, w< 
weary you. 

PoL You weary those that refresh us : Pray, let' 
see these four threes of herdsmen. 

Serv, One three of them, by their own report, sir 
hath danced before the king 3 and not the worst 
of the three, but Jumps twelve foot and a half by thi 
squire. * 

7 Vend. * Dressed themselves in habits imitating hair. 
9 Satyrs. > Medley. * Foot rule. 
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Shep, Leave your prating j since these good men 
are pleased^ let them come in 5 but quickly now/ 
Serv. Why, they stay at door, sir. lExii. 

h'Cnter Servant, xdth Twelve Rusticks habited Uke 
Sati/rs* They dance, and then exeunt. 

Fol. O, father, you'll know more of that here- 
after.— 
Is it not too far gone? — Tis time to part them.— 
He's simple, and tells much. lAside.^ — ^How now, 

fair shepherd ? 
Your heart is full of something, that does take 
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was young. 
And handed love, as you do, I was wont 
To load my she with knacks : I would have ransack'd 
The pedler*s silken treasury, and have pour*d it 
To her ^ceptance 5 you have let him go, 
And nothing marted ' with him : if your lass 
Interpretation should abuser and call this 
Your lack of love, or bounty: you were straited* 
For a reply, at least, if you make a care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo, Old sir, I know 

She prizes not such trifles as these are : 
The gifts, she looks from me, are pack'd and lock'd 
Up in my heart 5 which I have given already. 
But not deliver d. — O, hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem. 
Hath sometime lov'd : I take thy hand ^ this hand. 
As soft as dove's down, and as white as it; 

3 Bought, trafficked. 4 Put to difficulties. 

▼01. IV. G 
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Or EtbiofHan's toothj or the fann*d snowj 
Thafs bolted ^ by the northern blasts twice o*er, 

Pol. What follows this?— 
How prettily the young swain seems to wash 
The hand, was fair before ! — ^I have put you out:— i 
But to your protestation j let me hear 
What you profess. 

Flo. Do^ and be witness to*t. 

Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 

Than he, and men; the earthy the heavensj and all: 
That, — ^were I crown*d the most imperial monarch. 
Thereof most worthyj were I the fairest youth 
That ever made eye swerve j had force^ and know- 
ledge. 
More than was ever man*s,— I would not prize them. 
Without her love ; for her, employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them^ to her service, 
Qr to their own perdition. 

Pol. Fairly offered. 

Cam. This shows a sound afiection. 

Shep. But, my daughter^ 

Say you the like to him ? 

Per. I cannot speak 

So well, nothing so well } no, nor mean better : 
By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain ; 

And, friends unknown you shall bear witness to*t: 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his, 

5 The sieve used to separate flour from brai) if calltd ^ 
bolting cloth* 
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Ilo. O, that must be 

rthe virtue of your daughter : one being dead> 
I shall have more than yoia can dream of yet -, 
Enough then for your wonder : But, come on. 
Contract us 'fore these witnesses. 

Shep. Come, your hand| 

And, da!irghter, yours. 

PoL Soft, swain, awhile, 'beseech 3rouj 

Have you a father ? 

Flo. I have : But what of him ? 

Pol. Knows he of this ? 

Eo. He neither does, nor shall. 

Pol. Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest 
lliat best becomes the table. Pray you, once more ^ 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reasonable afiairs ? is he not stupid 
With age, and altering rheums ? Can he speak ? 

hear? 
Know man from man? dispute his own estate?* 
Lies he not bed-rid ? and again does nothing. 
But what he did being childish ? 

Fh. No, good sir j 

He has his health, and ampler strength, indeed, 
Than most have of his age. 

PoL By my white beard^ 

You offer him, if this be so, a wrong 
Something unfilial : Reason, my son 
Should choose himself a wife j but as good reason, 
^e father, (all whose joy is nothing else 

s Talk over his afiairs. 
o2 
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But fair poiterity^) should hold some counsel 
In such a business. 

JP/(7. I yield all this ; 

But> for some other reasons^ my grave sir. 
Which *tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of this business. 

Vol. Let him know't. 

J7o. He shall not. 

ToU Pr'ythee, let him. 

Ho. No^ he must not. 

Shefp. Let him^ my son ; he shall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Th, Come> come he must not :— - 

Mark our contract 

Vol. Mark your divorce, young sir, 

\I)i&covenng himself • 
Whom son I dare not call ; thou art too base 
To be acknowledg*d: Thou a scepter's heir. 
That thus afFect'st a sheep-hook! — ^Thou old traitor, 
I am sorry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten thy life one week. — And thou, fresh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft) who, of force, must know 
The royal fool thou cop'st with 5— 

Shep. O, my heart! 

FoL I'll have thy beauty scratch'd with briars, and 
made 
More homely than thy state.— For thee, fond boy,—* 
If I may ever know, thou dost but sigh. 
That thou no more shalt see this knack, (as never 
I mean thou shalt,) well bar thee from succession | 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our kin. 

« Further. 
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Par^than Deucalion off: — ^Mark thou my words; 

Follow us to the court. — ^Thou churl, for this time^ 

Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee 

From the dead blow of it. — ^And you, enchantment,-* 

Worthy enough a herdsman j yea, him too. 

That makes himself, but for our honour therein. 

Unworthy thee, — if ever, henceforth, thou 

These rural latches ^ to his entrance open. 

Or hoop his body more with thy embraces^ 

I will devise a death as cruel for thee. 

As thou art tender to't. \Exii. 

Fer, Even here undone ! 

I was not much afeard : for once, or twice, 
I was about to speak 3 and tell him plainly. 
The sel&ame sun, that shines upon his court, ; 
Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike. — Will*t please you, sir, be gone? 

\To Floeizel. 
I told you, what would come of this : 'Beseech you. 
Of your own state take care: this dream of mine,— • 
Being now awake, 1*11 queen it no inch further. 
But milk my ewes, and weep. 

Cam. Why, how now, father ? 

Speak, ere thou diest. 

Shep, I cannot speak, nor think. 

Nor dare to know that which I know. — O, sir, 

[To Florizel. 
You have undone a man of fourscore three. 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet ; yea. 
To die upon the bed my father died. 
To lie close by his honest bones : but now 

7 cor^. 
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Some hangman must put on my shroud^ and la 
Whete no priest shovels-in dost. — O cursed wn 

[To PfiRD 

That knew*st this was the prince^ and would'a 

venture 
To mingle faith with him.<— Undone ! undone ! 
If I might die within this hour^ I have liv'd 
To die when I desire. [ 

Flo, Why look you so upon J 

I am but sorry^ not afeard } delay'd. 
But nothing altered : What I was, I am : 
More straining on, for plucking back 5 not follo' 
My leash'' unwillingly. 

Cam, Gracious my lord. 

You know your &ther*s temper : at this time 
He will allow no speech, — ^which, I do guess. 
You do not purpose to him ;— -and as hardly 
Will he endure your sight as yet, I fear : 
Then, till the fury of his highness settle. 
Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpose it. 

I think, CamiUo. 

Cam, Even he, my lord. 

Per. How often have I told you, 'twould be tl 
Haw often said, my dignity would last 
But till 'twere known ? 

Flo. It cannot fail, but by 

The violation of my faith; And then 
Let nature crush the sides o'the earth together. 
And mar the seeds within ! — ^Lift up thy looks :- 
From my succession wipe me, father! I 

7 A leading string. 



Smi III. WINTOE'S TALE. ^^ 

Am heir to tny afiection. 
Cam. Be advis*d» 

Flo. I amj and bjr n^ fancy :• if my ieaion 
Win thereto be obedient^ I have reason j 
If not, my senses, better pleas'd with madoesi^ 
Do>id it welcome. 
Cam. This is desperate, air« *' 

Flo. So call it : but it does fulfil my vow ; 
I needs miut think it honesty. Camillo, 
Not fot Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
fie thereat glean*d) for all the sun sees, or 
The doee earth wombs, or the profound aeas hido 
In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 
To this my fair belov'd.: Therefore, I pray you> 
As you have e*er been my father's boDonr'd friend^ 
When he shall miss me, (as, in faith, I mean not 
To see him any more,) cast your good cooiisels 
Upon bis passion > Let myself and fortune. 
Tog for the time to come. This yoo may know. 
And so deliver,'^! am put to sea 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on shore } 
Xnd, most opportune to oar need, I have 
A vessel rides fast by, but not prepared 
For this design. What course I mean to hold^ 
Shall nothmg bmefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. O, my lord, 

I would 3roar spirit were easier for advice. 
Or strongei^ £01: your need. 

Flo. Hark, FBrdita.'*«-*^[TaAr<» her amde, 

rU hear you by and by. [To Cam xi to. 
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Cam, He's irremovable^ 

Resolv'd for flight : Now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to serve my turn ; 
Save him from danger, do him love and honour j 
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy king, my master, whom 
I so much thirst to see. 

Flo, Now, good Camillo, 

I am so fraught with curious business, that 
I leave out ceremony. [Going 

Cam, Sir, I think. 

You have heard of my poor services, i'the love 
That I have borne your father ? 

Flo, Veiynohljr 

Have you deserv*d : it is my father's musick. 
To speak your deeds 5 not little of his care 
To have them recompens*d as thought on. 

Cam, Well, my lord 

If you may please to think I love the king ; 
And, through him, what is nearest to him, which i 
Your gracious self; embrace but my direction, 
(If your more ponderous and settled project 
May suffer alteration,) on mine honour 
I'll point you where you shall have such receiving 
As shall become your highness; where you may 
Enjoy your mistress ; (from the wj^om, I see. 
There's no disjunction to be made, but by. 
As heavens forefend ! your ruin :) marry her; 
And (with my best endeavours, in your absence,) 
Your discontenting^ father strive to qualify. 
And bring him up to liking. 

* For discontented* 
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Flo. . How, Camillo, 

May this, almost a miracle, be done ? 

That I may call thee something more than man. 

And, after that, trust to thee. 
Cam. Have you thought on 

A place, whereto ypu'U go ? 
Eo. Not any yet : 

Bat as the unthought-on accident ^ is guilty 

To what we wildly do 5 so we profess 

Ourselves to be the slaves of chance, and flief 

Of every wind that blows, 

^ Cam, Then list to me 3 

This follows, — ^if you will not change your purpose^ 

But undergo this flight 5 — ^Make for Sicilia -, 

And there present yourself, and your fair princess, 

(For so, I see, she must be,) 'fore Leontes j 

She shall be habited, as it becomes 

The partner of your bed. Methinks, I see 

Leontes^ opening his free arms, and weeping 

His welcomes forth : asks thee, the son, forgiveness. 

As 'twere i'the father's person : kisses the hands 

Of your fresh princess : o'er and o'er divides him 

Twixt his unkindness and his kindness 5 the one 

He chides to hell, and bids the other grow. 

Faster than thought, or time. 

Ih. Worthy Camillo, 

What colour for my visitation shall I 
Hold up before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the king your father 

To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 

^ This unthought-on accident is the unexpected discovery 
to»ikhy Polixenes. 
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The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, shall deliver. 
Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down; 
The which shall point you forth at every sitting,' 
What you must say j that he shall not perceive. 
But that you have your father's bosom there^ 
And speak his very heart. 

Flo. I am bound to you : 

There is some sap in this. 

Cam, A course more promisii^ 

Than a wild dedication of jroursclves 
To unpath*d waters, undream'd shores 5 most certain. 
To miseries enough : no hope to help you ; 
But, as you shake off one, to take another : 
Nothing so certain as your anchors : who 
Do their best office, if they can but stay you 
Where you'll be loath to be : Besides, you know. 
Prosperity's the very bond of love 5 
Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. 

Per. One of these is true : 

I think, affliction may subdue the cheek. 
But not take in^ the mind. 

Cam. Yea, say you so? ■ 

There shall not, at your father's house, these seven 

years. 
Be bom another such. 

Flo. My good Camillo^ 

She is as forward of her breeding, as 
I'the rear of birth. 

> The council-days were cjdled tlK utting*. 
* Conquer. 
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Cam. I cannot say, 'tis pity 

She lacks instructions 5 for she seems a mistress 
To most that teach. 

Per. Your pardon, sir, for this $ 

m blush you thanks. 

Flo. My prettiest Perdita.— 
£ut> O, the thorns we stand upon !-— Camillo,— • 
Preserver of my father, now of mej 
The medicin of our house ! — ^how shall we do ? 
We are not furnish'd like Bohemia's son ; 
Nor shall appear in Sicily 

C(mi. My lord. 

Fear none of this : I think, you know, my fortune* 
Do all lie there : it shall be so my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The scene you play, were mine. For instance, sir. 
That you may know you shall not want^— one word. 

[They talk aside. 

Enter AuTOLYCxts. 

Auti. Ha, ha ! what a fool honesty is ! and trust, 
his sworn brother, a very simple gentleman ! I have 
sold all my trumpery ; not a counterfeit stone, not a 
riband, glass, pomander,^ brooch, table-book, bal- 
lad, knife, tape, glove, shoe-tye, bracelet, horn* 
ring, to keep my pack from fasting: they. throng 
who should buy £rst ; as if my trinkets had beeil 
hallowed, and brought a benediction to the buyer: 
by which means, I saw whose purse was best in 
picture 5 and, what I saw, to my good use, I remem- 

3 A little ball made of perfumes, and worn to prevent 
infection in times of pla£ue« 
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bered. My clown (who wants but something to be 
a reasonable man^) grew so in love with the wenches* 
song^ that he would not stir his pettitoes^ till he had 
both tune and words ^ which so drew the rest of the 
herd to me> that all their other senses stuck in ears: 
you might have pinched a placket^ it was senseless $ 
'twas nothings to geld a codpiece of a purse; I wouM 
have filed keys oif^ that hung in chains : no hearings 
no feelings but my sir*s song> and admiring the 
nothing of it. So that^ in this time of lethaigy^ I 
picked and cut most of their festival purses: and 
had not the old man come in with a whopbub 
against his daughter and the king's s(m> and scared 
my choughs 4 from the chaffy I had not left a purse 
alive in tl^e whole army. 

[Camillo^ FlorizeLj and Perpita, comt 
forward. 

Cam. Nay^ but my letters by this means being 
there 
So soon as you arrive^ shall clear that doubt. 

Ilo, And those that you'll procure from king 
Leontes^ 

Cam. Shall satisfy your father. 

Fer. Happy be you ! 

All> that you speak^ shows fair. 

Cam. Who have we here > 

[Seeing AuxoLTCUS. 
We*l] make an instrument of this 5 omit 
Nothings may give us aid. 

Aut. If they have overheard me now^— — why 
banging. [Aside. 

« Birds. 



S^itllL WINTER'S TALK, 93 

Cam* How now, good fellow ? Why shakest thou 
10? Fear not, man 5 here's no harm intended to thee. 

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir. 

Cam. Why, be so still; here's nobody will steal 
^t from thee : Yet, for the outside of thy poverty, we 
must make an exchange : therefore, disease thee in- 
itantly, (thou must think, there's necessity in't,) and 
change garments with this gentleman: Though the 
pennyworth, on his side, be the worst, yet hold 
thee, there's some boot.^ 

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir: — ^I know ye well 
enough* IJside. 

Cam. Nbj, pr'ythee, despatch: the gentleman is 
half flayed^ already. 

Aut, Are you in earnest, sir? — I smell the trick of 
it.— {Aside. 

Flo,' Despatch, I pr')rthee. 

Aut. Indeed, I have had earnest) but I cannot 
Kdth conscience take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle.— 

« [Flo. and Autol. exchange garments. 

Fortunate mistress, — ^let my prophecy 
Come home to you !— -you must retire yourself 
Into some covert : take your sweetheart's hat. 
And pluck it o'er your brows ; muffle your face ; 
Dismantle you : and as you can, disliken 
The truth of your own seeming ; that you may, 
(For I do fear eyes over you,) to shipboard 
Get und^cried. 

Per. I see, the play so lies. 

That I must bear a part. 

^ Somethixig over and ab«ve. s Stripped. 



I 
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Cam, No remedy.— 

Have you done there ? 

Fio. Should I now meet my father^ 

He would not call me son. 

Cam, Nay, you shall have 

No hat : — Come, lady, come. — Farewell, my frkxid^ 

Aut, Adieu, sir. 

Flo, O Perdita, what have we twain forgot ? 
Pray you, a word. [^Fhey amverse apart. 

Cam, What I do next, shall be, to tell the king 

[Aside, 
Of this escape, and whither they are boimd 5 
Wherein, my hope is, I shall so prevail^ 
To force him after : in whose company 
I shall review Sicilia } for whose sight 
I have a woman*s longing. 

Flo, Fortune speed us !— • 

Thus we set on, Camillo, to the sea-side* 

Cam. The swifter speed, the better. 

[Exeunt Florizel,. Perdita, and Camillo. 

Aut. I understand the business, I hear it : To have 
an open ear, a quick eye, and' a nimble hand, is 
necessary for a cut-purse ; a good nose is requisite 
also, to smell out work {6t the other senses. I see^ 
this is the time that the unjust man doth thrive. 
What an exchange had this been, without boot? 
what a boot is here, with this exchange ? Sure, the 
gods do this year connive at us, and we may do any 
thing extempore. The prince himself is about a piece 
of iniquity 5 stealing away from his father, with his 
clog at his heels : If I thought it were not a piece of 
honesty to acquaint the king withal, I would do*t : I 
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hold it the more knaveiy to conceal it : and therein 
am I constant to my profession. 

Enter Clown and Shepherd. 

Aside, aside 5-^here is more matter for a hot brain : 
£vei7 lane's end> eveiy shop, church, session, hang* 
tag, yields a careful man work. 

Clo, See, see 3 what a man you are now ! there is 
no other way, but to tell the king she's a changeling, 
aod none of your flesh and blood. 

Skep. Nay, but hear me. 

Clo, Nay, but hear me. 

Shep. Gro to then. 

Clo. She being none of your flesh and blood, your 
flesh and blood has not offended the king $ and, so, 
your flesh and blood is not to be punished by him. 
S1m)w those things you found about her j those secret 
things, all but what she has with her: This being 
done, let the law go whistle ; I warrant you. 

Skep. I will tell the king all, every word, yea, 
snd his son's pranks tooj who, I may say, is no 
honest man neither to his father, nor to me, to goi 
about to make me the king's brother-in-law. 

Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furthest off 
yon could have been to him 3 and then your blood 
had been the clearer, by I know how much an ounce. 

Jvt. Very wisely j puppies ! lAside^ 

Shtp, Well; let us to the king 5 there is that ta 
this fardel,' will make him scratch his beard. 

Aut, I know not what impediment this complaint 
oay be to the flight of my master. 

s Bundlet parcsl. 
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,Clo, Tray heartily he be at palace. 

Aut. Thoagh I am not naturally honesty I am 90 
sometimes by chance: — Let me pocket up my ped- 
ler's excrement.^ — [Takes off his false beurdJ] Ho^ 
now^ rusticks ? whither are you bound ? 

Shdp, To the palace, an it like your worship. 

Aut. Your affairs there ? what ? with whom ? the 
condition of that fardel, the place of your dwelling, 
your names, your ages, of what having,'' breeding^ 
tod any thing that is fitting to be known, discover. 

Clo. We arc but plain fellows, sir. 

Aut. A lie ', you are rough and hauy :_ Let me 
have no lying ; it becomes none but tradesmen, and 
they often give us soldiers the lie : but we pay th^n 
for it with stamped coin, not stabbing sted; there* 
fore they do not give us the lie. 

Clo. Your worship had like to have given us one, 
if you had ;iot taken yourself with the manner.^ 

Shep. Are you a courtier, an't like you, sir ? 

Aut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a courtier. 
See*st thou not the air of the court, in these eofold- 
ings? hath not my gait in it, the measure of the 
court? 9 receives not thy nose court-odour from me ? 
'reflect I not on thy baseness, court-contempt ? Think'st 
thou, for that I insinuate, or toze" from thee thy 
business, I am therefore no courtier ? I am courtier, 
cap-a-p^^ and one that will either push on, or pluck 
back thy business there: whereupon I command ihe% 
to open thy affair. 

Shep, My business, sir, is to the king. 

c His false beard. 1 Estate, property. • In the fact, 
f The stately tread of courtiers. ■ I cajole or force 
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Aut, What advocate hast diou to him ? 

Sktp. I know not^ an*t like you. 

Clo, Advocate's the court-word for a pheasant; 

%sf, you have none. 

Shep. None, sir; I have no {feasant, cock, nor hen. 

Aut. How bless'd are vsre, that are not simple men ! 
Yet nature might have made me as these are. 
Therefore 1*11 not disdain. 

Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier. 

8hep. His garments are rich, but he wears them 
not handsomely. 

Clo. He seems to be the more noble in being fan- 
tastical; a great man, I*U warrant; 1 know, by the 
picking on's teeth. 

Aut. The fardel there ? what's i'the fardel ? 
Wherefore that box ? 

Skep. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel, and 
box, which none must know but the king; and 
which he shall know within this hour, if I may 
come to the speech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour. 

Shep. Why, sir? 

Aut. The king is not at the palace; he is gone 
aboard a new ship to purge melancholy, and air him- 
self: For, if thou be'st capable of things serious, 
thou nmst know, the king is full of grief. 

Shep. So 'tis said, sir; about his son, that should 
have married a shepherd's daughter. 

Aut. If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let him 
fly ; the curses he shall h^ve, the tortures he shall 
feel, will break the back of man, the heart of 
monster. 

VOL. IV. H 
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Clo, Think you so, sir ? 

AiU, Not he alone shall suffer what wit can make 
heavy, and vengeance bitter; but those that are 
germane' to him, though removed fifty times, shall 
all come under the hangman: which though it h6 
great pity, yet it is necessary. An old sheep-whist- 
ling rogue, a tam-tender, to ofier to have his daugh- 
ter come into grace! Some say, he shall be stoned; 
but that death is too soft for him, say I : Draw our 
throne into a sheep-cote! all deaths are too few, the 
sharpest too easy. 

Clo. Has the old man e*er a son, sir, do you hear, 
an*t like you, sir ? 

Aid. He has a son, who shall be flayed alive; 
then, 'nointed over with honey, set on the head of a 
wasp's nest; then stand, till he be three quarters 
and a dram dead : then recovered again with aqua- 
vitae, or some other hot infusion: then, raw as he is, 
and in the hottest day prognostication proclaims,* 
shall he be set against a brick-wall, the sun looking 
with a southward eye upon him ; where he is to be- 
hold him, with flies blown to death. But what talk 
we of these traitorly rascals, whose miseries are to 
be smiled at, their oflences being so capital? Tell 
me, (for you seem to be honest plain men,) what 
you have to the king : being something gently con- 
sidered,^ I'll bring you where he is aboard, tender 
your persons to his presence, whisper him in your 
behalfs; and, if it be in man, besides the king ta 
effect your suits, here is man shall do it. 

> Related. * The hottest day foretold in the almanac. 
3 Being handsomely bribed. 
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Clo. He seems to be of great authority: close with 
liim, give him gold^ and though authority be a stub^ 
bora bear, yet hp is oft led by the nose with gold : 
show the inside of your purse to the outside of his 
hand^ an4 no more ado: Remember stoned^ and 
flayed alive. 

Shep. An't please you, sir, to undertake the busi- 
ness for us, here is that gM I have : Til make it as 
much more) and leave this young man in pawn, till 
I bring it you. 
Jut. After I have dpne what I promised ? 
Shep. Ay, sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the moiety : — ^Are you a party 
in tbift business ? 

Clo, In some sort, sir : but though my case be a 
pitiful one, I hope I shall not be flayed out of it. 

Aut. O, that's the case of the shepherd's son :— 
Hang him, he'll be made an example. 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort: we must to the king, 
and show our strange sights 5 he must know, 'tis 
none of your daughter nor my sister j we are ^one 
else. Sir, I will give you as much as this old man 
does, when the business is performed 3 and remain, 
as he says, your pawn, till it be brought you. 

Attt. I will trust you. Walk before toward the 
sea-side ; go on the right hand 5 I will but look upon 
the hedge, and follow you. 

Cb. We are blessed in this man, as I may s^J 
even blessed. 

Shep. Let's before, as he bids us : he was provided 

to do us good. [Exeunt Shepherd and Clown. 

Aut» If I had a mind to be honest, I see, fortune 

ITS 
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would not sufier xne> she drops booties io my mouth. 
I am courted now with a double occasion ; gold> and 
a means to do the prince my master good} which, 
who knows how that may turn back to my advance-* 
ment? I will bring these two moles^ these blind 
ones^ aboard him : if he think it fit to shore them 
again^ and that the complaint they have to the king 
concerns him nothings let him call me^ rogue^ for be- 
ing so far officious ; for I am proof against that title, 
and what shame else belongs to*t : To him will I pre- 
sent them, there may be matter in it. [Exit. 

m 

ACT V. 

SCENE L Sicilia. A Room in the Palace of 

Leontes. 

Enter Leontes, Cleomenes, Dion, Paulina, 

and Others, 

Cleo, Sir, you have done enough, and have per^ 
form'd 
A saint-like sorrow : no £iult could you make. 
Which you have not redeemed 5 indeed, paid down 
More penitence, than done trespass : At the last. 
Do, as the heavens have done 3 forget your evil; 
With them, forgive yourself. 

Leon, Whilst I renoeoiber 

Her, and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemishes in them ; and so still think of 
The wrong I did myself: which was so much. 
That heurless it hath made my kingdom ; and 
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Bestroy'd the sweet*st companion^ that e*er man 
Bred his hopes oat of. 

Paul. True, too true, my lord: 

If, one by one, you wedded all the world. 
Or, from the all that are, took something good^ 
To make a perfect woman 5 she, you kill*d. 
Would be unparallerd. 

Leon. I think so. Kiird ! 

She I killed? I did so: but thou strik'st me 
Sorely, to say I did ; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought: Now^ good 

now, 
8ay so but seldom. 

Cleo. Not at all, good lady : 

You might have spoken a thousand things that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindness l>etter. 

Paul. You are one of thosc^ 

Would have him wed again. 

Dion. If you would not 99^ 

You ptty not the state, nor the remembrance 
Of his most sovereign dame; consider little. 
What dangers, by his Highness* fail of issue^ 
May drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers-on. What were more holy. 
Than to rejoice, the former queen is well ?^ 
What holier, than,-*-fbr royalty's repair. 
For present comfort and for future good,-^ 
To bless the bed of majesty again 
With a sweet fellow to*t ? 

Paul. There is none worthy^ 

4 At rest^ dead. 
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Eespecting her that's gone. Besides^ the gods 

Will have fulfill' d their secret purposes : 

For has not the divine Apollo said^ 

Is't not the tenour of his oracle^ 

That king Leontes shall not have an heir^ 

Till his lost child be found ? which^ that it shall^ 

Is all as monstrous to our human reason^ 

As my Antigonus to break his grave. 

And come again to me j who, on my life. 

Did perish with the infant. *Tis your counsel. 

My lord should to the heavens be contrary. 

Oppose against their wills. — Care not for issue j 

\To Leontes* 
The crown will find an heir : Great Alexander 
Left his to the worthiest) so his successor 
Was like to be the best. 

Leon, Good Paulina,-— 

Who bast the memory of Hermione, 
I know, in honour, — O, that ever I 
Had squar'd me to thy counsel ! — then, even now, 
I might have look'd upon my queen's full eyes; 
Have taken treasure from her lips, 

Favl. And Itft them 

More rich, xfor what they yielded. 

Leon. Thou speak'st truth. 

No more such wives j therefore, no wife : one worse, 
And better us'd, would make her sainted spirit 
Again possess her corps ; and, on this stage, 
(Where we offenders now appear,) soul-vex'd, - 
Begin, And why to me ? 

Paul, Had she such power> 

She had just cause* 
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Leon. She had; and would incense' me 

To murder her I married. 

Paul, I should so : 

Were I the ghost that walk'd> J*d bid you mark 
Her eye 3 and tell me^ for what dull part in*t 
You chose her : then Td shriek^ that even your ears 
Shou'd rift'^ to hear me; and the words that foUow'd 
Should he. Remember mine, 

Leon, Stars, very stars^ 

And all eyes else dead coals !— fear thou no wife, 
ril have nowwife^ Paulina. 

Paul, Will you swear 

Never to marry^ but by my free leave ? 
Leon. Never^ Paulina ; so be bless*d my spirit ! 
Paul, Then> good my lords, bear witness to hit 

oath. 
Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 
Paul, Unless another# 

As like Hermione as is her picture, 
Affiront? his eye. 
Cleo, Good madam,— 

Paul, I have done* 

Yet, if my lord will marry,— if you will, sir. 
No remedy, but you will ; give me the office 
To choose you a queen : she shall not be so young 
As was your former ; but she shall be such, % 

As, walk'd your first queen's ghost, it should take jojr 
To see her in your arms. 

Leon, My true Paulina, 

We shall not marry, till thou bidd'st us. 
Paul. That 

9 Instigate. * Split. 7 Meet. 
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Shall be^ when your first queen's again in breath -, 
Never till then. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent. One that gives out himself prince Florizd^ 
Son of Polixenes^ with his princess, (she 
The fairest I have yet beheld,) desires access 
To your high presence. 

Leon, What with him ? he comes nol 

Like to his father*s greatness : his approach. 
So out of circumstance^ and sudden^ te^ls us^ 
•Tis not a visitation framed, but forc'd 
By need, and accident. What train ? 

Gent, But few. 

And those but mean. 

Leon, His princess, say you, with him i 

Gent, Ay, the most peerless piece of earth, J 
think. 
That e*er the sun shone bright on. 

Paul. O Hermione, 

As every present time doth boast itself 
Above a better, gone 3 so must thy grave 
Give way to what's seen now. Sir, you yourself 
Have said, and writ so, (but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme,^) She had not been. 
Nor was not to be equaWd ;— thus your verse 
Flow'd with her beauty once; 'tis shrewdly ebb'd. 
To say, you have seen a better. 

Gent. . Pardon, madam: 

The one I have almost forgot 5 (your pardon,) 

« /. e, Tlian the corse of Hermione, the subject of you 
writing. 
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The other, when she has obtain*d your eye. 

Will have your tongue too. This is such a creature^ 

Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal 

Of all professors else ; make proselytes 

Of who she but bid follow. 

Paul. How? not women? 

Gent. Women will love her, that she is a woman 
More worth than any man; men, that she is 
The rarest of all women. 

Leon. Gro, Cleomenes: 

Yourself, assisted with your honoured friends. 
Bring them to our embracement. — Still 'tis strange^ 
\^Ex€ttnt Cleomenes, Lords, a/id Gendematt. 
He thus should steal upon us. 

Faul. Had our prince, 

(Jewel of children,) seen this hour, he had pair'd 
Wdll with this lord ; tliere was not full a month 
Between their births. 

Leon. Pr'ythee^ no more; thou know^st^ 

He dies to me again, when talk'd of: sure. 
When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider that, which may 
Unfumish me of reason.— They are come.— — 

Kc'-enter Cleomenes, with Florizel, Perdita^ 

and Attendants. 

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince ; 
For she did print your royal father off, 
Coaoeiving you : Were I but twenty-one, . 
Your father's image is so hit in you. 
His very air, that I should call you brother. 
As I did him ; and speak of something, wildly 
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By as perform*d before. Most dearly welcome ! 
And your fair princess^ goddess ! — O, alas ! 
I lost a couple, that 'twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus have stood, begetting wonder, as . 
You, gracious couple, do ! and then I lost 
(All mine own folly,) the society. 
Amity too, of your brave father; whom. 
Though bearing misery, I desire my life 
Once more to look upon. 

Flo. By his command 

Have I here touch*d Sicilia : and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a king, at friend. 
Can send his brother : and, but infirmity 
(Which waits upon worn times,) hath sometbixig 

seiz*d 
His wished ability, he had himself 
The lands and waters *twixt your throne and his 
Measured, to look upon you ; whom he loves 
(He bade me say so,) more than all the scepters, 
Aiid those that bear them, living. 

Leon. O, my brother, 

(G^ood gentleman !) the wrongs I have done thee, sdr 
Afresh within me ; and these thy offices. 
So rarely kind, are as interpreters 
Of my behind-hand slackness ! — ^Welcome hither. 
As is the spring to the earth. And hath he too 
£xpos*d this paragon to the fearful usage 
(At least, ungentle,) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a man, not worth her pains; much less 
The adventure of her person ? 

Flo. Good my lord. 

She can^ from Jibya» 
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Leon. Where the warlike Smahitj 

That noble honour'd lord, is fear'd, and lov'd ? 

Flo, Most royal sir, from thence) from him, whose 
daughter 
His tears proclaimed his, parting with her : thence 
(A prosperous south-wind friendly,) we have cross'd. 
To execute the charge my father gave me. 
For visiting your highness : My best train 
I have from your Sicilian shores dismissed; 
Who for Bohemia bend, to signify 
Not only my success in Libya, sir. 
But my arrival, and my wife's, in safety ' 
Here, where we are. 

Leon, The blessed gods 

Purge all infection from our air^ whilst you 
Do climate here ! You have a holy father, 
A graceful 9 gentleman ', against whose person. 
So sacred as it is, I have done sin : 
For which the heavens, taking ^ngry note. 
Have left me issueless ', and your father's bless'd^ 
(As he from heaven merits it,) with you. 
Worthy his goodness. What might I have beep. 
Might I a son and daughter now have look'd oiv 
' Such goodly things as you? 

Efiter a Lord. 

Lord, Most noble sir. 

That, which I shall report, will bear no credit. 
Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, great sir^ 
Bohemia greets you from himself, by me : 
Desires you to attach' his son} who has 

P Full of ^race and virtue* > Sei^Ca arrest. 
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(His dignity and duty both cast oS,) 

fled from his father^ from his hopes, and with 

A shepherd's daughter. 

Leon, Where's Bohemia? speak. 

Lord, Here in the city; I now came from him: 
■I speak amazedly ; and it becomes 
My marvel^ and my message. To your court 
Whiles he was hasfning^ (in the chase^ it seems^ 
Of this fair couple^) meets he on the way 
Tlie father of this seeming lady^ and 
Her brother^ having both their country quitted 
With this young prince. 

Flo, Camillohasbetray'dmef 

Whose honour^ and whose honesty^ till now^ 
Endur'd all weathers. 

Lord, Lay't so> to his charge 3 

He*s with the king your father. 

Lem. Who? Camfflo? 

Lord, Camillo^ sir; I spake with him; who now 
Has these poor men in question.* Never saw I 
Wretches so quake: they kneels they kiss the earth | 
Forswear themselves as often as they speak : 
Bohemia stops his ears^ and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

Ver, O, my poor fether !— 

The heaven sets spies upon us^ will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

Leon, You are married ? 

Fh, We are not> sir^ nor are we like to be; 
The stars^ I see, will kiss the valleys firit:— • 
The odds for high and low's alike.' 

^ Conversatioii. 3 A quibble on the fidse dice totalled. 
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Leon. My lord. 

Is this tbe daughter (rf* a king ? 

Fh. She is. 

When once she is my wife. 

Leon. That once^ I see, by your good father's speed. 
Will come on very slowly^ I am sorry. 
Most sorry, you have broken from his liking. 
Where you were tied in duty : and as sorry. 
Your choice is not so rich in worth ^ as beauty. 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, lookup: 

Though fortune, visible an enemy. 
Should chase us, with my father j power no jot 
Hath she, to change our loves.— 'Beseech you, sir. 
Remember since you ow*d no more to time 
Than I do now : with thought of such affections. 
Step forth mine advocate ; at your request. 
My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 

Leon, Would he do so, I*d beg your precious 
mistress. 
Which be counts but a trifle. 

Paul. Sir, myliege. 

Your eye hath too much youth in*t : not a month 
Tore your queen died, she was more worth such 

gazes 
Than what you look on now. 

Leon, I thought of her. 

Even in these looks I made.— -But your petition 

ITo Florizkl. 
I* yet unanswerM : I will to your father $ 
Your honour not overthrown by your desires, 

s Descent or wealth. 
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I am a fnend to them^ and you : upon which errand 
I now go toward him -, therefore^ foUow me^ 
And mark what way I make : Come^ good my lord. 

lExemt. 

SCENE II. 
The same* Before the Palace. 

Enter Autoltcus and a Gentleman. 

Aut, ^seech you> sir^ were you present at this 
relation ? 

1 Gent, I was by at the opening of the fardel, 
heard the old shepherd deliver the manner how he 
found it : whereupon^ after a little amazedness^ w6 
were all commanded out of the chamber ; only this, 
methought I heard the shepherd say, he foond the 
child. 

AiU. I would most gladly know the issue of it. 

1 Gent, I make a broken delivery of the business; 
^— But the changes I perceived in the king, and 
Camillo, were very notes of admiration : they seemed 
almost, with staring on one another^ to tear the cases 
of their eyes > there was speech in their dumbness, 
language in their very gesture; they looked, as they 
had heard of a world ransomed, or one destroyed:; 
A notable passion of wonder appeared in them: but 
the wisest beholder, that knew no more but seeing,, 
could not say, if the importance* were joy, or sorrow: 
but in the extremity of the one, it must needs be. 

4 The thing imported. 
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Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes a gentleman^ that^ happily^ knows more: 
The news^ Rogero ? 

2 Gent. Nothing but bonfires : The oracle is ful- 
filled ; the king's daughter is found : such a deal of 
wonder is broken out within this hour^ that ballad- 
makers camiot be able to express it. 

Enter a third Gentleman. ^ 

Here comes the lady Paulina's steward ; he cao de- 
liver yon more.— How goes it now, sir ? this news, 
which is called true, is so like an old tale, that the 
verify of it is in strong suspicion : Has the king found 
his heir ? 

3 Gent 4 Most true ; if ever truth were pregnant by 
dnnimstance : that, which you hear, you'll swear 
yoa see, there is such unity in the proofs. 'The 
mande of queen Hermione :— her jewel about the 
Deck of it :— the letters of Antigonus, found with it, 
which they know to be his character : — tlie majesty 
of the creature, in resemblance of the mother ^ — the 
afixtioD^ of nobleness, which nature shows above 
her breeding,-«-and many other evidences, proclaim 
her, with all certainty, to be the king's daughter. 
Did you see the meeting of the two kings ? 

2 Gent. No. 

3 Gent. Then have 3rou lost a sight, which was to 
be seen, cannot be spoken of. There might yovi 
have beheld- one joy crown another 5 so, and in such 
Quumer, that^ it seemed, sorrow wept to take leav« 

s Disposition or quality. 
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of them; for their joy waded in tears. There was 
casting up of eyes^ holding up of hands ^ with 
countenance of such distraction^ that they were to 
be known by garment, not by favour,^ Otir king^ 
being ready to leap out of himself for joy of his found 
daughter -, as if that joy were now become a loss, 
cries, 0, thy mother, thy mother I then asks Bohemia 
forgiveness; then embraces his son-in-law; then 
again worries he his daughter, with clipping ' her ; 
now l^e thanks the old shepherd, which stands by, 
like a weather-bitten conduit of many kings* reigns. 
J never heard of such another encounter, which lames 
report to follow it, and undoes description to do it* 

2 Gent^ What, pray you, became of Antigonus, 
that carried hence the child? 

SGait. Like an old tale stilly which wlU have 
matter to rehearse, though credit be asleep, and not 
an ear open : He was torn to pieces with a bear : 
this avouches the shepherd's son; who has not only 
his innocence (which seems much,) to justify him, 
but a hankerchief, and rings, of his, that Paulina 
knows. 

I Gent. What became of his bark, and his fol- 
lowers ? ^ 

3 Gent, Wrecked, the same instant of their master's 
death; and in the view of the shepherd: so that all 
the instruments,, which aided to expose the child, 
were even then lost, ^hen it was found. But, O, 
the noble combat, that, *twixt joy and sorrow, was 
fought in Paulina! She had one eye declined for the 
loss of her husband ; another elevated that the oracle 

* Countenance^ features. ' Embracing. 
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was fbl£lled : She lifted the princess from the earth $ 
and so locks her in embracing, as if she would pin 
ber to her heart, that she might no more be in danger 
of losing. 

1 GefU. The dignity of this act was worth the 
audience of kings and princes 5 for bj such was it 
acted. 

3 Gent. One of the prettiest touches of all, and 
that which angled for mine eyes (caught the water, 
though not the fish^) was, when at the relation of the 
qoeen'tf death, with the manner how she came to it, 
(bravely confes^d, and lamented by the king,) how 
attentiveness wounded his daughter: tiU^ from one 
sign of dolour to another^ she did, with an oIm / I 
would fiiin say, bleed tears 3 for, I am sure, my heart 
wept Mood. Who was most maible there,^ changed 
colour 3 some swooned, all sorrowed : if all the world 
coold have seen it, the woe had been universal. 

1 Gent. Are they returned to the coiirt ? 

3 Gent. No : the princess hearing of her mother's 
statue, which is in the keeping of Paulina,— a piece 
many years in doing, and nOw newly performed by 
that rare Italian DGiaster, Julio Romano -, who, had he 
himself eternity, and could put breath into his work^ 
would beguile nature of her custom, so perfectly he 
b her ape : he so pear to Hermione hath done Her- 
mione, that, they say, one would speak to her, and 
stand in hope of answer : thither with all greediness 
of affection, are they gone 3 and there they intend 
to sup. 

.2 Gent. I thought^ she had some great matter 

' Most petfified with wonder. 
VOL. IV. I 
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there in hand; for shis hath privatelj, tWiofe dr thrice 
• da^9 ever since the death of Hermione^ Visits that 
mnotred^ house. Shall we thither, and with out 
company piece the rejoicing ? 

1 Gent, Who Would be thence, that has the benefit 
tif access ? every Wink of ad eye, some new gtace 
will be born : our absence makes us unthrifty to our 
knowledge. Let's along. [Eaemt Gentlemen. 

Aut. Now, had I not the dash of my fofitier lifb 
in ioie, would preferment drop on itiy heiid. I 
brought the old man and his son. aboard the prince | 
told him, I heard him talk of a fardel, and I know 
not what: but he at that time, over-^fbnd of the 
ihepherd*8 daughter, (so he then took her to be,) 
IfiHbo began to be much sea-sick, and iunoddf little 
better, extremity of weather continuing, thia d^ystery 
Ittmained undiscovered. But *tis all one to me : for 
had I been the finder-out of this secret, it would not 
have relished ^imong my other discredits. 

Enter Shepherd and Clowm 

H^re ^txa^ those I have done good to agaibst 117 
Will> And already appearii^ in tb^ blossbmi «f theilr 
fiNftufte. 

^hep. Obme, boy$ I em past more chiMrekL; but 
thy' sons and d^ughtet^ will be all gentlemen bom. 

C/o. VoU aie \^il met, mi You denied to igkt 
fHth me this other day, because I nt^as no gfenddmAn 
hdrti'. See you these clothes? say, you see tfaem not, 
and think me still no gentleman born : you were best 
mf', ^esetoben ait bet gemieAien b«)iiK Qw% tae 

• Remon. 
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the lie; do; and tiy i^betber I am oot now a geatk* 
intfn bom. 

Aui. I know, yott ai^ now, sir, a gsntleman born. 

C&>. Ay, and ha^e lieen: so any time these £aox 
bours. 

Shep. And so have I, boy. 

C/o. So yon have >-*lmtI was a gentleman bom 
befinne my father : for the king*s son took me by the 
hand, and called me, brother; and then the two 
kio^ called my Either, fao-other ; and then the prince, 
Xfff brother, and the princess, my sister, called my 
firther, father ; and so we wept : and there Was the 
first gentleman-like tears that ever we shed. 

Skep. We may liyej^ son, to shed many more. 

Clo. Ay; or else 'twere hard lack, being in so 
preposterous estate as we are. 

AiU. I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon me all 
the faults I have committed to your worship, and to 
give ine your good report to the prince my master* 

Shep. Tr'ythee, son, do; for we must be gentle, 
liow we are gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Aut, Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clo. Give me thy hand : I will swear to the prince, 
Ihou art as honest a trae fellow as »iy isin Bohemia. 

Shep. Yoa may say it, bot not swear it. 

Ch. Not swear it, now I am a gentleman? Let 
boon «nd fraakliosv say it, I'll swear it. 

Shep. How if it be false, son ? 

Clo. If it be ne*er so false, a true gentleman may 
swear it, in the bciialf of his friend: — ^And TJl swear 

• Yeomen. 
I2 
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to the prince^ thou art a tall' fellow of thy. handa, 
and that thou wilt not be drunk ; but I know^ thoK 
art no tall fellow of thy hands> and that thou wilt be 
drunk ; but 111 swear it : and I would^ thou would'st 
be a tall fellow of thy hands. 

j4ut. I will prove so, ^ir, to my power. . 

Clo, Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow. : If I 
do not wonder, how thou darest venture to be drunk; 
not being a tall fellow, trust me not. — Hark! the 
kings and the princes, our kindred, are going to see 
the queen's picture. Come, follow us : we*U be thy 
good masters. [ExemU. 

SCENE III. 

The same. A Roam iti Paulina's Houses 

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Per- 
DiTA, Camillo, Paulina^ Lords, and At« 
tendants. 

Leon. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfbit 
That I have had of thee ! 

Paul. What, sovereign sir, 

I did not well, I meant well : All my services. 
You have paid home: but that you have vouchsaTd 
With your crown*d brother, and these your con- 
tracted 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to viait^ 
It is a surplus of your grace, which never 
My life may last to answer. 

Lt^on. O Paulini^ 

^ Stouu 
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We honour you with trouble : But we came 

To see the statue of our queen : your gaUeiy 

Have we passed through^ not without much content 

In many singularities 3 but we saw not 

That which my daughter came to look upon. 

The statue of her mother. 

FauL As she liv*d peerless. 

So her dead likeness, I do well believe. 
Excels whatever yet you look*d upon. 
Or hand of man hath done 3 therefore I keep it 
Lonely, apart : But here it is : prepare 
To see the life as lively mock*d, as ever 
Still sleep mock'd death : behold^ and say, 'tis welL 
[Paulina undraws a Curtain^ and dUcovers 
a statue, 
I like your silence, it the more shows oflT 
Your wonder : But yet speak ^ — ^first, you, my liege. 
Comes it not something near ? 

Leon, Her natural posture !— 

Chide me, dear stone ; that I may say, indeed, 
Thou art Hermione : or, rather, thou art she. 
In thy not chiding 3 for she was as tender. 
As infancy^ and grace. — But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not so much wrinkled 3 nothing 
60 aged, as this seems. 

PoL ' O, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our carver's excellence } 
Which lets go by some sixteen years, and makes hejr 
As she liv'd now. 

Leon. As now she might have done^ 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood. 
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Even with «uch llf^ of majesty^ (warm life. 
As now it coldly stands^) when first I woo*d her ! 
I am asham'd : Does not the stone rebuke me^ 
For being more stone than it ? — O, royal pieoe^ 
There's magick in thy majesty 5 which has 
My evils conjur*d to remembrance 5 and 
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits. 
Standing like stone with thee ! 

Per. And give me leave) 

And do not say> 'tis superstition, that 
I. kneel, and then implore her blessing.— Lady, 
Dear queen, that ended \dien I but began. 
Give me that hand of yours, to kiss. 

Paul, O, patience; 

The statue is but newly fix'd, the colour's 
Not dry. 

Cam. My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid onj 
Which sixteen winters cannot blow away. 
So many summers, dry : scarce any joy 
Did ever so long live 3 no sorrow. 
But kiird itself much sooner. 

Pol. Dear my brother, 

let him, that was the cause of this, have power 
To take off so much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himself. 

Paul. Indeed, my lord. 

If I had thought, the sight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought* you, (for the stone i 

mine,) 
I'd not have show'd it. 

Lson. Do not draw the curtain* 

» Worked, asitated. 
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Paul. No longer shall you gaz^ oa'tj last your 
fanoy 
May think anon^ it moves. 

Leon. Let ballet be* 

Would J were dead> but that^ methinks already^--* 
What was he^ that did make it ?-«*8ae> my lord, • 
Would you not deem, it breathed ? and thai those 

veins 
Did verily bear blood ? 

Pol. Masterly done t 

The very life seems warm upon her lip. 

Leon. The fixure of her eye bits motiop inV 
As* we are mock*d with art. 

Paul. 1*11 draw the ourtain } 

My lord's almost so far transported, that 
He*ll think anop, it lives. 

Leon. O sweet i^auUna, 

Make me to think so twenty years together ; 
No settled senses of the world can niatch 
The pleasuie of that madness. Let*t alone, 

Paul. I am sorry, sir, i.have thus fas stiir'd ]Fmt 
but 
I could afflict you further. 

Leon. Dp, Paulina ; 

,For this affliction has a taste as sweet 
As any epfdial comfbft.-***Still, methiaka, 
TherQ is an air comes fnxn her: What fine ciifaiul 
Could ever yet cut b!:eatb I Let no man moo]( me, 
For i will kiss her. 

Paul. ^ood my lord, forbear t 

init. ♦Asif. 
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.The ruddiness upon her lip is wet ; 

You*ll mar it^ if you kiss it \ stain your own 

With oily painting : Shall I draw the curtain ? 

Jjcon. No, not these twenty years. ( 

Per. So long could I 

Stahd by, a looker on. 
. Favl. Either forbear. 

Quit presently the chapel j or resolve you 
For more amazement : If you can behold it, 
I'll make the statue move indeed 5 descend. 
And take you by the hand : but then you'll think, 
{Which I protest against,) I am assis^d 
By wicked powers. 

Xeon. What you can make her do, 

I am content to look on : what to speak 
I am content to hear 5 for 'tis as easy 
To make her speak, as move. 

Faid. It is requir'd. 

You do awake your faith : Then, all stand still \ . 
Or those^ that think it is unlawful business 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leon. Proceed ; 

No foot shall stir. 

PauL Musick^ awake her: strike.— r 

[Musick* 
'Tis time; descend; be stone no more: approach; 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Ck)me; 
I'll fill your grave up : stir; nay, come away; 
Bequeath to death your numbness, for from him 
Dear life redeems you.<-«*You perceive, she ^tirs : 

[Hermion£ comes down/rom the Fedesialm 
Start not : h» actions shall be holy, as^ 
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You hear> my spell is lawful : do not shun her^ 
Until you see her die again -, for then 
You kill her double : Nay, present your hand : 
When she was young, you woo'd her; now, in age. 
It she become the stutor. 

Leon. O, she's warm ! [Embracing her. 

If diis be magick, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 
Pal. She embraces him. 

Cam, She hangs about his neck ; 
tf she pertain to life, let her speak too. 

FoL Ay, and make't manifest where she has liv'd. 
Or, how stol'n from the dead ? 

Paul. * That she is living. 

Were it but told you, should be hooted at 
Like an old tale -, but it appears, she lives. 
Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while.-— 
please you to interpose, fair madam ; kneel. 
And pray your mother's blessing. — ^Turn, good ladyj 
Our Perdita is foimd. 

[Presenting Perdita, u'ho hieeU to 
Hermione. 
, Her. You gods, look down, 

And from your sacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head! — ^Tell me, mine own. 
Where hast thou been preserv*d ? where liv'd ? how 

found 
Thy father's court ? for thou shalt hear, that !,-«• 
Knowing by Paulina, that the oracle 
Gave hope thou wast in being,«i^have preserved 
Myself, to see the issue. 
Paul. . . There's time enough for that i 
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Lest thej desire^ upon this push to tremble 
Your jojrs with like relation. — Go together. 
You precious winners * all ; your exultatioa 
Partake^ to every one. I, an old turtle. 
Will wing me to some withered bough ; and ilMra 
•My mate, that's never to be found again. 
Lament till I am lost. 

Leon. O peace, Paulina; 

Thou shouki*st a husband take by my consent. 
As I by thine, a wife : this is a match. 
And made between*s by vows. Thou hast Ibund 

mine ; 
But' how, is to be questioned : for I saw her. 
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain. Said many 
A prayer upon her grave : 1*11 not seek far 
(For him, I partly know his mind,) to £nd thes 
Ail honourable husband : — Come, Camillo, 
And take her by the hand: whose worth, and 
« honesty. 

Is richly noted ; and here justified 
By us, a pair of kings. — Lct*s from this place.— 
What? — Look upon my brother:-— both your par- 
dons. 
That e*er I put between your holy looks 
My ill suspicion. — ^This your son-in-law. 
And son unto theking, (whom heavens diieeting,) 
Is troth-plight to your daughter. — Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence 5 where we may leisiirely 
Each one demand, and answer to his part 

s You who by this discovery hare guned what y«u desired. 

^ ParticipatCi 
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Perform*d in this wide gap of time> since first 

We were dissever'd : Hastily lead away. {Exevnt. 

This play, as, Dr. Warburton justly obsenres, is> with 
all its absurdities, tery entertaining. The char^icter of Auto« 
lycus is naturally concmedy and strongly represented. 
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ACT I. 

SCElfE I.— A Hall in the Duke's Palace. 

^Mer Duke> JEoeok^ Gaoler, Officers, and other 

Attendants. 

Mgeon. 

AOCEED> S6libu8> to procure my fall^ 
Adf by the doom of deaths e6d woes and all. 
Duke. Merchant of S3rracusa, plead no more % 
am not partial^ to infringe our laws : 
be enmity and discord^ whidi of late 
prang from the rancorous outrage of your duto 
merchants, our well-dealing countrymen^— « 
iTio, wanting gilders' to redeem their lives, 
[ave sealed his rigorous statutes with their bloods^-^ 
xdudes all pity from our threat'hiog looks* 
3r, since the mortal and intestine ja|v 
Vixt thy seditious countrymen and us^ 
hath in sc^emn synods been decreed^ 
odi by the Syracusans and ourselves, 
b admit no traffick to our advene townt : 
lay, more, 

^ any, bom at Ephesus, be seen 
Lt any Syracusan marts ^ and faira^ . 
^gun. If any Syrtcusan bora, 

> Name of a «oiii« * Markets* 
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Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies^ 
His goods confiscate to the duke*8 dispose % 
Unless a thousand marks be levied> 
To quit the penalty, and to ransome him. 
Hiy substance^ valued at the highest rate> 
Cannot amount unto a hundred marks \ 
Therefore^ by law thou art condemned to die, 

Mgt, Yet this my comfort; when your words art 
done. 
My woes end likewise with the evening stm. 

I>uke, Well, Syracusan, say, in brief, the cause 
Why thou departedst from thy native home; 
And for what cause thou cam'st to Ephesus. 

Mge^ A heavier task could not have been inqKM'd, 
Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable : 
Yet, that the world may witness, that my end 
Was wrought by nature,' not by vile offence^ 
I*U utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 
In Syracusa was I bom ; and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me. 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 
With her I liv*d in joy \ our wealth increas'd. 
By prosperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum, till my factor's death \ 
And he (great care of goods at random left) 
Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse: 
From whom my absence was not six months ol4^ 
Before herself (almost at fainting, under 
The pleasing punishment that women bear,) 
Had made provision for her following me, . . 

And soon, and safe, arrived where I was« 

^ Natural afifectiont 
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There she l^ad not been long^ bnt she became 

A joyful mother of two goodly sons } 

And> which was strange^ the one so like the other» 

As could not be distinguish'd but by names. 

That very hour^ and in the self-same inn^ 

A poor mean woman was delivered 

Of such a burden> male twins> both alike : 

lliose^ for their parents were exceeding poor^ 

I bought^ and brought up to attend my sons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys^ 

Made daily motions for our home return : 

[Jnwilling I agreed; alas^ too soon* 

Wt came aboard : 

d league from Epidamnum had we saird> 

Sefore the always-wind-obeying deep 

Save any tragick instance of our harm 2 

{at longer did we not retain much hope 5 

^or what obscured light the heavens did grant 

)id but convey uiito our fearful minds 

L doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 

Vhich, though myself would gladly have embrac'd, 

^et the incessant weepings of my wife> 

Veeping before for what she saw must come> 

knd piteous plainings of the pretty babes^ 

liat moum*d for fashion^ ignorant what to fear^ 

'orc'd me to seek delays for them and me. 

did this it was^ — ^for other means was none.— 

lie sailors sought for safety by our boat> 

Ind left the ship^ then sinking-ripe> to us : 

tly wife^ more careful for the latter-bom^ 

iad &sten'd him unto a small spare ma8t> 

lacb as sea-faring men provide for storms j 

TOL, IV. K 
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To him one of the other twins was bounds 
Whilst I had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus dispos*d^ mj wife and J, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was &Cd, 
Fastened ourselves at either end the mast ) 
And floating straight^ obedient to the stream. 
Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the sun, gazing upon the earth. 
Dispersed those vapours that oflended us ; 
And, by the benefit of his wish'd light. 
The seas wax'd calm, and we discovered 
Two ships from far making amain to us. 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this : 
But ere they came,-*0, let me say no more ! 
Gather the sequel by that went before. 

Duke. Nay, forward, old man, do not break offapj 
For we may pity, though not pardon thee. ' 

^ge. O, had the gods done so, I had not now 
Worthily term*d them merciless to us ! 
For, ere the ships could meet by twice fire leaguei^ 
We were encounter'd by a mighty rock| 
Which being violently borne upon. 
Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst. 
So that, in this unjust divorce of us. 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to ddight in, what to sorrow for. 
Her part> poor soul ! seeming as burdened 
With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe. 
Was carried with more speed before the wind; 
And in our sight they three were taken up 
By fishermen o£ Corinth, as we Uiought. 
At lengthy another ship had seized on us } 
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And^ knowing whom it was their hap to %«f9. 
Gave helpful welcome to their shipwreck'd guests | 
And would have reft^ the fishers of their prey. 
Had not their bark been very slow of sail. 
And therefore homeward did they bend their course,— • 
Thus have you heard me sever'd from my bliss j 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd. 
To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. 

Ihike, And^ for the sake oi them thou sorrowest for. 
Do me the favour to dilate at full 
What hath befall'n of them, and thee, dll now. 

^ge. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care. 
At eighteen years became inquisitive 
kh&r his brother $ and in)p6rtun*d me. 
That his attendant, (for his case was like. 
Reft of his brother, but retained his name,) 
Might bear him company in the quest of him : 
Whom whilst I labo^r*d of a love to see, 
I hazarded the loss of whom I lov*d. 
Five sunmiers have I spent in furthest Greece, 
Koaming clean ^ through the bounds of Asia, 
And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus ; 
Hopeless to find, yet loth to leave unsought. 
Or that, or any place that harbours men. 
But here must end the story of my life ^ 
And happy were I in my timdy death. 
Could all my travels warrant me they live« 

Duke, Hapless j£geon, whom the fates have marked 
To bear the extremity of dire mishap ! 
Now, trust me, were it not against our laws. 
Against my crown, my oath, my dignity, 

4 Deprived. ' Clear, completely. 

k2 
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Which princes, would they, may not disannul. 
My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 
But, though thou art adjudged to the death. 
And passed sentence may not be recalled. 
But to our honour's great disparagement. 
Yet will I favour thee in what I can : 
Therefore, merchant, I'll limit thee this day. 
To seek thy help by beneficial help : 
Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus^ 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum. 
And live -, if not, then thou art doom'd to die :— 
Gaoler, take him to thy custody. 

Gaol. I will, my lord. 

JEge. Hopeless, and helpless, doth ^geon wend,* 
But to procrastinate his lifeless end. [^ExeunL 

SCENE II. 

A publick Place. 

Enter Antipholus and Dromio of St/racuse, and 

a Merchant. 

Mer. Tlierefore, give out, you are of Epidamnum^ 
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate. 
This very day, a Syracusan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here; 
And, not being able to. buy out his life, 
Accprding to the statute of the town. 
Dies ere the weary sun set in the west. 
There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant, S, Go bear it to the Centaur,? where we host, 

< Go. 7 The sign of their hotel. 
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And stay there^ Dromio> till I come to thee. 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time : 
Till that, 1*11 view the manners of the town. 
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings. 
And then return, and sleep within mine inn; 
For with long travel I am stiff and weary. 
G^ thee away. 

Dro, S. Many a man would take you at your word^ 
And go indeed, having so good a mean. 

lExit Dro. S* 
Ant. S, A trusty villain,* sir 5 that very oft. 
When I am dull with care and melancholy, 
Lightens my humour with his merry jests. 
What, will you walk with me about the town. 
And then go to my inn, and dine with me ? 

Mer. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants. 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit ; 
I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o'clock. 
Please you, TU meet with you upon the mart,' 
And afterwards consort you till bed-time; 
My present business calls me from you now. 

Ant. S. Fai^well till then : I will go lose myself. 
And wander up and down, to view the city. 
Mer» Sir, J conunend you to your own content. 

lExit Merchant, 
Ant. S. He that commends me to mine own con« 
tent. 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the world a^n like a drop of water, * 
That in the ocean seeks another drop ; 
Who, falling there to find his fellow forth, 

• /. #• Servant. 9 Ezefaange, market-plMe. 
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Unseen^ inquisitive^ confounds himself: 
So I, to find a mother^ and a brother^ 
In quest of them^ unhappy^ lose myself. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 

Here comes the almanack of my true date^— 
What now? How chance, thou art returned «o sotn? 

Dro. E. Retum'd so soon! rather approached too 
late: 
The capon bums^ the pig falls from the spit ; 
The clock hath stmcken twelve upon the bell. 
My mistress made it one upon my cheek : 
She is so hot, because the meat is cold ; 
The meat is cold, because you come not home 5 
You come not home, because you have no stomach; 
You have no stomach, having broke your fast; 
But we, that know what 'tis to fast and pray^ 
Are penitent for your default to-day. 

Ant. S. Stop in your wind, sir; tell me Hbk^ I 
pray; 
Where have you left the money that I gave you ? 

Dro. E. O,— 'six-pence, that I had o*Wedneiday 
last. 
To pay the saddler for my mistress* crupper;—* 
The saddler had it, sir, I kept it not. 

Ant. S. I am not in a sportive humour now 1 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money? 
We being strangers here, how dar'st thou trust 
So great a charge from thine own custody ? 

Dro. E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at ditmer } 
I fiom my mistress come to you in post; 
If I return^ I shall be post indeed; 
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For she will score your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks^ your maw> like mine^ should be yotur 

clock. 
And strike you home without a messenger. 
Ant. S. Come, Dromio^ come, these jests are out 
of season 5 
Reserve them till a merrier hour than this : 
Where is the gold I gave in chai^ to thee ? 
Dro. E. To me, sir? why you gave no gold to me. 
Ant. S. Come on, sir knave, have done your 
foolishness. 
And tell me, how thou hast dispos*d thy charge. 
Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch foa from thd 
mart 
Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner; 
My mistress, and her sister, stay for you* 

Ant. S. Now, as I am a christian, answer me. 
In what iafe place you have bestow*d my money | 
Or I shall break that merry sconce ^ of yours. 
That stands on tricks when I am undisposed : 
Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me ? 
Dro. E. I have some marks of yours upon my 
pate, 
Some of my mistress* marks upon my shoulders^ 
But not a thousand marks between you both.-— 
If I should pay your worship those again, 
Berchance, 3rou will not bear them patiently. 
Ant. S. Thy mistress* marks ! what mistress, slave, 

hast thou? 
Dro. £• Your worship's wife, my mistress at tbn 



«Hetd. 
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She that doth fast, till you come home to dinner^ 
And prays^ that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Ant, S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my 
face. 
Being forbid ? There, take you that, sir knave. 

Dro, E, What mean you, sir ? for God*s sake, 
hold your hands 3 
Nay, an you will not, sir, I'll take my heels. 

[^Exit D ROM 10, E. 

Ant, S. Upon my life, by some device or otl^er. 
The villain is o'er-raught* of all my money. 
They say, this town is full of cozenage j 
As, nimbly jugglers, that deceive the eye, 
park-working sorcerers, that change the mindj 
Soul-killing witches, that deform the body j 
Disguised cheaters, prating mountebapksj 
And many such like liberties of sin : 
If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. 
I'll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave ; 
I greatly fear, my money is not safe. [^ExU^ 

ACT IL 
SCENE I. A pMick place. 

Enter Adrian a, and Luciana. 

Adr, Neither my husband, nor the slave retum*d^ 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master ! 
Sure, Luciana, it is two o'clock. 

Luc. Perhaps, some merchant hath invited him> ' 
And from the mart he's somewhere gone to dinner^ 

^ Over-reached* 
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Good sister, let us dine, and never fret : 

A man is master of his liberty : 

Time is their master 5 and, when they see time. 

They'll go, or coilie : If so, be patient, sister. 

Adr. Why should their liberty than ours be more? 

Luc. Because their business still lies out o'door. 

Adr, Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ill, 

Luc. O, know, he is the bridle of your will. , 

Adr. There*8 none, but asses, will be bridled so. 

Luc. Why, headstrong liberty is lash*d with wo«* 
There's nothing, situate under heaven's eye. 
But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky : 
The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls. 
Are their males' subject, and at their controls : 
Men, more divine, the masters of all these. 
Lords of the wide world, and wild watry seas^ 
Indued with intellectual sense and souls. 
Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls. 
Are masters to their females, and their lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr. This servitude makes you to keep unwed^ 

Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage bed, 

Adr, But, were you wedded, you would bear some 
sway. 

Luc, Ere I learn love, I'll practice to obey. 

Adr. How if your husband start some other where ? 

Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 

Adr. Patience, unmov'd, no marvel though sho 
pause ; 
They can be meek, that have no other cause, 
A wretched soul, bruis'd with adversity. 
We bid be quiet^ when we hear it cry | 
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But were we burden'd with like weight of pain. 
As mach, or more^ we should oundves CDmphin: 
So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee» 
With urging hel|^ess patience would'st relieve imt 
But, if thou live to see like right bereft. 
This fool-begg*d patience in thee will be left. 

Luc, Well, I will marry one day, but to tryj-* 
Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh. 

Enter DaoMio of Ephesus. 

Adr, Say, is your tardy master now at hand? 

Dro, E, Nay, he is at two hands with me, ml 
that my two ears can witness. 

Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him? kliow*lt 
thou his mind ? 

Dro. E, Ay, ay, he told his mind opon mine ear: 
Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it. 

Luc. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst aol M 
his meaning ? 

Dro. E. Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too 
well feel his blows 3 and withal so doubtftdly^, that I 
could scarce understand them.' 

Adr. But say, I pr*ythee, is he coming home } 
It seems, he hath great care to please his wife« 
* Dro. £. Why, mistress^ sure my master is hora* 
mad. 

Adr. Horn-mad, thou yillain ? 

Dro. E, I mean not cuckddnaiad; bot^ sor^ he*s 
stark mad : 
When L desired him to come home to dinner^ 
He ask*d me for a thousand marks in gciLd : 

s /. e. Scarce stand under them* 
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Tu dmner^ime, quoth I; My gold, quoth he: 
Tour meat doik bum, quoth I; My gold, quoth he: 
Will you come home? quoth 1 5 My gold, quoth he: 
Where ii the thousand marks I gave thee, villain ¥ 
The pig, quoth I, is lnim'd\ My gold, quoth he : 
My mistress, sir, quoth 1 3 Hang yp thy mistress | 
/ huno not thy mistress; out on thy mistress ! 

Luc. Quoth who ? 

Dro. E, Quoth my master : 
I know, quoth he> no house, no wife, no mistress;'^ 
So that my errand^ due unto my tongue^ 
I thank him, I bear home upon my shoulders 3 
For, in conclusion^ he did beat me there. 

Air^ Go back again^ thou slave, and fetch him 
home. 

Bro. E. Go back again, and be new beaten home ! 
Ibr Grod*8 sake, send some other messenger. 

Adr^ Back, slave, or I wiU break thy pate across. 

Drp, E, And he will bless that cross with other 
beating: 
Betweeii you I shall have a holy head. ^ 

Jdr. Hence, prating peasant; fetch thy master 
iiome. 

Dro^ E, Am I so round with you, as you with we. 
That like a football you do spurn me thus ? 
You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither: 
If I last in this service, you must case me in leather, 

iExit 

Luc, Fye, how impatience lowreth in your face. 

Adr, His company must do his minions grace. 
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look. 
Hath homely age the alluring beauty took 
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From my poor cheek ? then he hath wasted it : 
Are my discourses doll ? barren my wit ? 
If voluble and sharp discourse be marr*d, 
Unkindness blunts it^ more than marble hard. 
Dp their gay vestments his affections bait ? 
That's not my fault, he's master of my state : 
What ruins are in me, that can be found 
By him not iuin*d ? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures : ^ My decayed fair * 
A sunny look of his would soon repair: 
But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale. 
And feeds from home 5 poor I am but his stale.^ 
Luc. Self-arming jealousy ! — fye, beat it hence. 
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dii« 
pense. 
I know his eye doth homage otherwhere ; 
Or else, what lets'' it but he would be here ? 
Sister, you know^ he promis'd me a chain j— 
Would that alone alone he would detain. 
So he would keep fair quarter with bis bed ! 
I see, the jewel, best enamelled. 
Will lose his beauty ; and though gold 'bides gtill^ 
That others touch, yet often touching will 
Wear gold : and so no man, that hath a name^ 
But falshood and corruption doth it shame. 
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, •\ 

1*11 weep what*s left away, and weeping die. > 

Luc. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy ! J' 

4 Alteration of features. 5 Fat'rf for fairness* 

^ StalkiD^horse. 7 Hinders. 
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SCENE II. 
The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse, 

Ant, S. The gold, I gave to Dromiq, is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur ^ and the heedful slave 
Is wandered forth, in care to seek me out. 
By computation, and mine host's report, 
I could not speak with Dromio, since at first 
I sent him from the mart: See, here he comes. 

Enter Dromio o/* Syracuse. 

How now, sir ? is yoiir merry humour alter'd ? 
As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 
You know no Centaur? you received no gold ? 
Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner ? 
My house was at the Phoenix ? Wast thou mad. 
That thus so madly thou didst answer me ? 

Dro, S. What answer, sir ? when spake I such a 
word? 

Ant. S. Even now, even here, not half an hour 
since. 

Dro, S, I did not see you since you sent me hence, 
Rome to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 

Ant, S, Villain, thou didst deny the gold's re- 
ceipt 3 
And told*st me of a mistress, and a dinner $ 
For which, I hope^ thou felt'st I was displeas*d. 

Dro, S, J am glad to see you in tliis merry vein : 
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Wlutt means this jest ? I pray you, master^ tell m 

Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer, and flout me in tl 
teeth? 
Think* st thou^ I jest? Hold, take thou that, an 
that. [Beating kk 

Dro.S. Hold, sir^ for God*8 sake: now your je 
is earnest : 
Upon what bargain do you give it me ? 

Ant. S. Because that I familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you. 
Your sauciness will jest upon my love. 
And make a common of my serious hours.' 
When the sun shines> let foolish gnats make sport 
But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams. 
If you will jest with me, know my aspect,* 
And fashion your demeanour to my looks. 
Or I will beat this method in your sconce. 

Dro, S, Sconce, call you it? so you would lea 
battering, I had rather have it a head : an yon v 
these blows long, I must get a sconce for my hei 
and insconce' it too 3 or else I shall seek my wit 
my shoulders. But, I pray, sir, why am I beaten 

Ant, S. Dost thou not know? 

Dro. S. Nothing, sir ; but that I am beaten. 

Ant. S. Shall I tell you why ? 

Dro, S. Ay, sir, and wherefore j for, they m 
every why hath a 'wherefore. 

Ant. S. Why, first, — ^for flouting mej and the 
wherefore,— 
For urging it the second time to me. 

^ /. e. Intrude on them when you please. 
9 Study my countenance. ' A tconcr was a fortificatioo. 
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Jko^ S. Was there ever any man thus beaten oat 
of season ? 
When^ in the why, and the wherefore, is neither 

rhyme nor reason ?-— 
Well, sir, I thank you. 

Ant* S. Thank me, sir ? for what ? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, for this something that yoa, 
gne me for nothing. 

Ant. S. lUl make you amends next, to give you 
oolhing for something. But say, sir, is it dinner-time } 

Dro. S. No, sir 3 1 think, the meat wants that I havt* 

Ant. 5. In good time, sir, what's that ? 

Dro. S. Basting. 

Ant. S. Well, sir, then 'twill be dry. 

Dro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you eat none of it* 

Ant. S, Your reason ? 

Dro. S. Lest it make you cholerick, and purchase 
me another dry basting. 

Ani.S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time; There's 
atime for all things. 

Dro. S. I durst have denied that, before you wero 
•o^olerick. 

Ant. S. By what rule, sir? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as the plain 
bald pate of father Time himself. 

Ant. S. Let's hear it. 

Dro. S. There's no time for a man to recover his 
hair, that grows bald by nature. 

Ant. S. May he not do it by fine and recovery? 

Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and re- 
cover the lost hair of another man. 

Ant. S. Why is time such a niggard of hair, beings 
otitis, so plentiful an excrement ? 
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Dro, S, Because it is a blessing that he bestows on 
beasts : and what he bath scanted men in |iair^ he 
bath given them in wit. ^ , 

Ant. S, Why, but there's many a man hath more 
hair than wit. 

Dro, S, Not a man of those, but he hath the wit 
to lose his hair. 

Ant. S. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men plain 
dealers without wit. 

Dro. S. The plainer dealer, the sooner lost:. Yet 
he loseth it in a kind of jollity. 

A7it. S. For what reason ? 

Dro. S. For two 3 and sound ones too. 

Ant. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you. 

Dro. S. Sure ones then. 

Ant. S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing* 

Dro. S. Certain ones then. 

Ant. S. Name them. 

Dro. S. The one, to save the money that he spends 
in tiring ; the other, that at dinner they should not 
drop in his porridge. 

Ant.S. You would all this time have proved^ there 
is no time for all things. 

Dro. S. Marry, and did, sir; namely, no time to 
recover hair lost by nature. 

A?it. S. But your reason was not substantial, why 
there is no time to recover. 

Dro. S. Thus I mend it: Time himself is bald,' 
and therefore, to the word's end, will have bald fol- 
lowers. 

Ant. S. I knew, 'twould be a bald conclusion : 
But soft ! who wafts* us yonder ? ^ 

* Beckons. 
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Enter Adriaka and Luciaka* 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange, and fix)wn| 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects, 
lam not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
riti The time was once, when thou unurg*d would'st vow 

I That never words were musick to thine ear, 
ibI That never object pleasing in thine eye, 

I That never touch well-welcome to thy band, 
tcl Iliat never meat sweet-^savour'd in thy taste, 
I Unless I spake, look'd, touch'd, or carv'd to thee. 
I How comes it now, my husband, oh, how comes it 
f That thou art then estranged from thyself? 
Thysdf I call it, being strange to me. 
That, undividable, incorporate. 
Am better than thy dear self s better part. 
Ah, do not tear away thyself from me; 
For know, my love, as easy may*st thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulph. 
And take unmingled thence that drop again. 
Without addition, or diminishing. 
As take from me thyself, and not me too. 
How dearly would it touch thee to the quicks 
Shonld'st thou but hear I were licentious? 
And that this body, consecrate to thee. 
By ruffian lust should be contaminate ? 
Would'st thou not spit at me, and spurn at me. 
And hurl the name of husband in my face. 
And tear the stain'd skin off my harlot brow. 
And from my false hand cut the wedding ring. 
And break it with a deep-divorcing vow? 
I know thou <»nst> and therefore^ see, thou doit« 

TOL. lY. L 
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I am possess'd with an adulterate blot; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of lost : 

For> if we two be one^ and thou play false> 

I do digest the poison of thy fleshy 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed| 

I live dis*stain'd» thou undishonoured. 

Ant. S. Plead you to me, fair dame? I know yoa 
not: 
In Ephesus I am but two hours old. 
As strange unto your town, as to your talk ; 
Who, every word by all my wit being scann'd. 
Want wit in all one word to understand. 

Luc, Fye, brother ! how the world is changed w!b 
you: 
When were you wont to use my sister thus ? 
She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner* 

Ant. S, By Dromio ? 

Dro.S. Byrne? 

Adr. By thee: and this thou didst return fiooi 
him,— 
That l;ie did bufiet thee, and, in his blows 
Deny'd my house for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. S. Did you converse, sir, with this geatle* 
woman? 
What is the course and drift of your compact? 

Dro, S. I, sir? I never saw her till this time. 

Ant. S. Villain, thou liest; for even her verjr 
words 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. 

Dro. S. I never spake with her in all my life. 

Ant. S. How can she thus then call lu bj wir 
names^ 
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Jess it be by inspiration ? 

(dr. How ill agrees it with your gravity, 

counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, 

3tting him to thwart me in my mood ? 

it my wrong, you are from me exempt, 

wrong not that wrong with a more contempt* 

ye, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine: 

a art an elm, my husband, I a vine; 

ose weakness, married to thy stronger state, 

:es me with thy strength to commumcate: 

ight possess thee from me, it is dross, 

rping ivy, briar, or idle^ moss; 

>, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 

:t thy sap, and live on thy confusion. 

tf. S. To me she speaks; she moves me for her 

theme : 
It, was I married to her in my dieam } 
leep I now, and think I hear all this? 
it error drives our eyes and ears amiss? 
1 1 know this sure uncertainty, 
ntertain the ofTer'd fallacy. 
uc. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for 

dinner. 
no. S. O, for my beads ! I cross me for a sinner* 
is the fairy land ;— O, spite of spites !— 
talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites; 
5 obf y them not, this will ensue, 
r*ll suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue. 
ic. Why prat'st thou to thyself, and answer'st 

not ? 
aio, thou drone, thou sngil, thou slug, thou sot ! 

a Unfertile. 
l2 
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Dro, 5. I am transformed^ master^ am not I ? 

Ant* S, I thinks thou art^ in mind^ and so am I ^ 

Dro. S, Nay, master, both in mind, and in m. 
shape. 

Ant, S, Thou hast thine own form. 

Dro, S. No, I am an ap^« 

Luc. If thou art chang*d to aught, 'tis to an ass. 

Dro. S, 'Tis true 5 she rides me, and I long for 
grass, 
nris so> I am an ass $ else it could never be. 
But I should know her as well as she knows me. 

Adr, Come, come, no longer will I be a fool. 
To put the £nger in the eye and weep. 
Whilst man, and master, laugh my woes to 8com.««' 
Come, sir, to dinner 3 Dromio, keep the gate ;«-• 
Husband, I'll dine above with you to-day. 
And shrive^ you of a thousand idle pranks : 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your master. 
Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter.-— 
Come, sister : — ^Dromio, play the porter well. 

Ant. S, Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell } . 
Sleeping or waking ? mad, or well-advis*d ? 
, Known unto these, and to myself disguis*d ! 
I'll say as they say, and persever so. 
And in this mist at all adventures go. ^ 

Dro, S. Master, shall I be porter at the gale? 

Adr, Ay-j and let none enter, lest I break your 
pate. 

Luc. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too late. 
< lEscmt* 

4 Absolve* 
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•St 

ACT III. 
SCENE I. The same. 

loiter Antipholus of Ephesus, Dromio of 
EphesuSj Angelo, and Balthazar, 

Ant. E. Good signior Angelo^ you must excuse us 
'all; 
My wife is shrewish, when I keep not hours : 
Say, that I linger'd with you at your shop. 
To see the making of her carkanet,^ 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home* 
But here's a villain, that would face me down 
He met me on the mart; and that I beat him* 
And charg'd him with a thousand marks in golcl; 
And that I did deny my wife and house: — 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thonTmean by thi^? 

Dro. E. S^y what you will, sif^ but I know wh^t 
I know : . 

That you b^t me gt the n^ort, J have your hand to 

show: 
If the skin were parchment, and the blows you gav« 

were ink. 
Your own handwriting would tell you what I think. 

Ant, £. I think, thou art an ass, 

Bro, E. Marry, so it doth appear 

By the wrongs I sufier, and the blows I bear. 
\ should kick, being kick'd; and, being at that pasE^;, 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an ass. 

f A necklace stnrns with p(^r)s. 
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Ant.E. You are sad^ signlor Balthazar: *?tmy, 
god^ our cheer 
May answer my good will, and your good welcom.^ 
here. 
Bal. I hold your dainties cheapo sir, and yoo^ 

welcome dear. 
Ant. E, O, signior Balthazar, either at flesh or fish ^ 
A table full of welcome makes scarce one dainty 
dish. 
BaL Good meat, sir, is common; that eveiy churl 

affords. 
Ant. E. And welcome more common ; for that'i 

nothing but words. 
Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a 

merry feast. 
Ant. E. Ay, ^o a niggardly host, and more sparing 
guest: 
But though my cates^ be mean, take them in good 

part; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 
But, soft; my door is lock*d; Go bid them let us in* 
Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, 

Jen'! 
Dro. S. [mthin.'] Mome,'' malt-horse, capon, cox- 
comb, idiot, patch!* 
Either get thee from the door, or sit down at the 

hatch: 
Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'st for 

such store. 
When one is one too many? Go, get thee from the 
door. 

< Dishes of meat* 7 Blockhead. < Fool. 
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Dro, E. What patch is made our porter ? Mj 

master stays in the street. 
Dro. S. Let him walk from whence he came^ lest 

he catch cold on's feet. 
AmE, Who talks within there? ho^ open tho 

door. 
Dro, S. Rights sir, 1*11 tell you when, an youll tell 

me wherefore. 
Ant. E. Wheref6re ? for my dinner j I have not 

din*d to-day. 
Dro. S. Nor to-day here you must not; come 

again, when you may. 
Ant, E. What art thou, that keep*8t me Xmt from 

the house I owe?' 
Dro. S. The porter for this time, sir, and my 

name is Dromio. 
Dro. E. O villain, thou hast stolen both mine 
office and my name 3 
The one ne*er got me credit, the other mic^ 

blame. 
If thou had'st been Dromio to-day in my place. 
Thou would*st have chang'd thy face for a name, or 
thy name for an ass. 
Luce, [within.'] What a coil' is there? Dromio^ 

who are those at the gate ? , 
Dro. E. Let my master in. Luce. 
Luce. Faith no; becomes too late; 

And so tell your master. 

Dro. E. O Lord, I must laugh :— 

Have at you with a proverb. — Shall I set ux my 
staff? 

• I owny am owner oU ■ Bustlcy tumults 
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Luce. Have at yoa with another : that's^— When? 

can you tell ? 
Dro, S, If thy name be call'd Luce^ Luce^ thou 

hast answer'd him well. 
Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion ? you'll let u» 

in, I hope ? 
Luce. I thought to have ask*d you. 
Dro. S, And you said, no. 

Dro. E. So, come, help; well struck; there was 

blow for blow. 
Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in. 
Luce. , , Can you tell for whose sake? 

Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard. 
Luce. Let him knock till it ake. 

Antf E. You*ll cry for this, minion, if I beat the 

door down. 
Luce. What needs aU that, and a pair of stocks in 

the town ? 
^ Adr* [within.^ Who is that at the door, that keeps 

all this noise ? 
Dro. S, By my troth, your town is troubled with 

unruly boys. 
Ant. E. Are you there, wife ? you might have 

come before. 
Adr. Your wife, sir knav^! go, get you from the 

door. 
Dro, E. If you went in p^n, master, this )^uive 

would go sore. 
Ang, Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome; yre 

would fain have either. 
Bal. In debating which was best, we shall part' 

with neither. 

* Have part* 
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Dro. E, They stand at the door, master; bid them 

welcome hither. 
Ant, E, There is something in the wind, that wo 

cannot get in. 
Dro, E, You would say so, master, if your gar* 

ments were thin. 
Your cake here is warm within 5 you stand here ia 

the cold : 
It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so bought 

and sold.' 
Ant. E. Go, fetch me something, I'll break ope 

the gate. 
Dro, S. Break any breaking bere> and 1*11 break 

your knave's pate. 
Dro. R. A man may break a word with you, sir; 

and words are but wind ; 
Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not 

behind. 
J)ro0S. It seems, thou wantest breaking ; Out 

upon thee, hind ! 
Dro, E. Here's too much, out upon thee ! I pray 

thee, let me in. 
Dro. S» Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and £sh 

have no fin. 
Ant. E. Well, I'll break in ; Go borrow me a crow. 
Bro, E. A crow without a feather j master, mean 

you so? 
For a 4sh without a fin, there's a fowl without a 

feather: 
If a crow help us in, sirrah, we'll pluck a crow ta« 

gether. 

9 A pipvcrl^ial phfaie* 
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Ant, E, (to, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow> 
BaL Have patience, sirj O, let it not be so; 

Herein you war against your reputation^ 

And draw within the compass of suspect 

The unviolated honour of your wife. 

Once this, — Your long experience of her wisdom. 

Her sober virtue, years, and modesty. 

Plead on her part some cause to you unknown ; 

And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse 

Why at this time the doors are made ^ against you. 

Be rul'd by me ; depart in patience. 

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner : . 

And, about evening, come yourself alone. 

To know the reason of this strange restraint. 

If by strong hand you offer to break in. 

Now in the stirring passage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made on it j 

And that supposed by the common rout 

Against your yet ungalled estimation. 

That may with foul intrusion enter in. 

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead : - 

For slander lives upon succession 3 

For ever hous'd, where it once gets possession. 
Ant, E, You have prevail'd,- I will depart in quiet, 

And, in despight of mirth, mean to be merry. 

I know a wench of excellent discourse,— 

Pretty and witty; wild, and, yet too, gentle;-^ 

There will we dine : this woman that I mean. 

My wife (but, I protest, without desert,) 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 

To her will we to dinner. — Gret you home, 

4 /. e. Made £ut. 
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And fetch the chain; by this>^ I know> 'tis made: 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine; 
For there's the house; that chain will I bestow 
(Be it for nothing but to spite my wife,) 
Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste : 
Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me, 
I'll knock elsewhere, to see if they'll disdain me, 
Ang. Ill meet you at that place, some hour hence, 
Ant.E, Do so; This jest shall cost me some ex* 
pence* ££xeuff/« 

SCENE IL 
The sAme, 

Enter Luciana, and Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Luc. And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A husband's office ? shall, Antipholus, hate. 
Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs^ rot> . 

Shall love, in building, grow so ruinate ? 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth. 
Then, for her wealth's sake, use her with mom 
kindness : 
Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth ; 

Muffle your false love with some show of blindness: 
Let not my sister read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame's orator; 
liOok sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 
Apparel vice like virtue's harbinger : 

5 By this time. 
^ Love.springs are, young plants or shoots of love. 
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Bear a fair presence^ though 3roar heart be taintedi 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint; 
Be secret-false : What need she be acquainted > 

What simple thief brags of his own attaint? 
Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed. 

And let her read it in thy looks at board i 
Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed; 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word. 
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe. 

Being compact of credit,'' that you love usj 
Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve; 

We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again ; 

Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife : 
Tis holy sport, to be a little vain,* 

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 

Ant. S. Sweet mistress, (what your name is dse, I 
know not. 

Nor by what wonder you do hit on mine,) 
Leas, in your knowledge, and your grace, you show 
not. 

Than our earth's wonder ; more than earth divineu 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak; 

Lay open to my earthy gross conceit, 
Smother'd in errors, feeble, shallow, weak. 

The folded meaning of your words* deceit. 
Against my soul's pure truth why labour you. 

To make it wander in an unknown field ? 
Are you a god ? would you create me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your power I'll yield. 

7 /. e. Being made altogether of credulity. 
^ Vain, is light of tongue. 
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Bat if that I am I^ then well I know. 

Your weeping sister is no wife of mine. 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe $ 

Far more, far more, to you do I decline, 
0, train me not, sweet mermaid>9 with thy note. 

To drown me in thy sister's flood of tears ; 
Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote : 

Spread o'er the silver waves thy golden hairs. 
And as a bed 111 take thee, dnd there lie ; 

And, in that glorious supposition, think 
He gains by death, that hath such means to 
die: — 

Let love, being light, be drowned if she sink ! 

Luc. What are you mad, that you do reason so ? 

Ant* S. Not road, but mated 5* how, I do not 
know. 

Luc. It is a fault that springeth from your eye. 

AnL S, For gazing on your beams, fair sun, being 
by. 

Luc, Gaze where you should, and that will clear 
your sight 

Ant, S, As good to wink, sweet love, as look on 
night. 

Luc, Why call you me love ? call my sister so. 

Ant, S, Thy sister's sister. 

Luc, That's my sister. 

Ant, S. No| 

It b thyself, mine own selTs better part; 
Mine eye's dear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart| 
My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope's aiov 
My sole earth's heaven, and my heaven's daim. 

* Memuud for siren. ' /• e. Confounded, 
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Imc, All this my sister is^ or else should be. 

Ant. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim thee: 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life; 
Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife : 
Give me thy hand. 

Luc. O, soft, sir, hold you still ; 

ril fetch my sister, to get her good will. [Exit Luc. 

Enter, from the house of Antipholvs of Ephesns^ 

Dromio of Syracuse. 

Ant.S. Why, how now, Dromio? where run*gt 
thou so fast ? 

Dro. S. Do you know me, sir? am I Dromio? am 
I your man ? am I myself? 

Ant. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man^ thou 
art thyself. 

Dro. iS. i am an ass, I am a woman*8 man, and 
besides myself. 

Ant. S. What woman's man ? and how besides 
thyself? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due- to a 
woman ^ one that claims me, one that haunts me, 
€ne that will have me. 

Ant. S. What claim lays she to thee ? 
" Dro. 5. Marry, sir, such claim as you would lay 
to your horse; and she would have me as a beast: 
not .that, I being a beast, she would have me ; but 
that she, being a very beastly creature, lays claim to 
me;; 

Ant. S. What is she ? 

Dro. S. A very reverent body j ay, such a one as 
a mai^ may not speak of| without he say, sir-rever- 
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ence: I have but lean luck in the match, and yet is 

she a wondrous fat marriage ? 

Ant, S, How dost thou mean, a fat marriage ? 

Dro. S, Marry, sir, she's the kitchen-wench^ and 
lU grease; and I know not what use to put her to, 
but to make a lamp of her, and run from her by her 
own light. I warrant, her rags, and the tallow in 
them, will burn a Poland winter: if she lives till 
doomsday^ she*ll burn a week longer than the whole 
vorld,. 

Ant S, What complexion is she of? 

Dro. S. Swart,* like my shoe, but her face no- 
thing like so clean kept ; For why ? she sweats, a man 
may go over shoes in the grime of it. 

Ant, S, That's a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. S. No, sir, 'tis in grain; Noah's flood could 
not do it. 

Ant, S, What's her name I 

Dro, S, Nell, sir ; — ^but her name and three quar- 
ters, that is, an ell and three quarters, will not mea« 
fare her from hip to hip. 

Ant, S, Then she bears some breadth ? 

Dro. S. No longer from head to foot, than from hip 
to hip: she is spherical, like a globe; I coidd find 
9Ut countries in her. 

Ant, S, In what part of her body stands Ireland ? 

Dro, S, Marry, sir, in her buttocks ; I found it. 
<)Qt by the hogs. 

Ant, S, Where ScoUand ? 

Dro, S, I found it by the barrenness; hard, in the 
palm of the band. 

* fiwarthjp. 
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Ant. S. Where France? 

Dro. S. In her forehead ; arm*d and levertedj 
making war against her hair. 

Ant. S. Where England > 

Dro, S. I looked for the chalky cliifs^ but I could 
find no whiteness in them : but I guess^ it stood in 
her thixi, by the salt rheum that ran between Fcance 
and it. 

Ant. S. Where Spain ? 

Dro. S. Faith^ I saw it not j but I felt it^ bot in 
her breath. 

Ant, S. Where America, the Indies ? 

Dro. S. O^ sir, upon her nose^ all o*er embellish'cl 
with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, declining their 
rich aspect to the hot breath of Spain ; who sent whole 
armadas of carracks ' to be ballast at her nose. 

Ant. S. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands? 

Dro. S. O, sir, I did not look so low. To con« 
dnde, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me; 
call'd me Dromio; swore, I was assur'd^ to lier> 
told me what privy marks I had about me^ as the 
mark of my shoulder, the mole in my neck> the 
great wart on my left arm, that I, amazed^ ran from 
her as a witch : and, I think, if my breast had not 
been made of faith, and my heart of steel, she had 
transformed me to a curtail-dog, and made me turn 
i'the wheel.5 

Ant. S. Go, hie thee presently, post to the road; 
And if the wind blow auy way from shore^ 
1 will not harbour in this town to-night. 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart^ 

3 Lai^e ships. 4 Affianced. s A turn-spit. 
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Where I will walk^ till tfaou return to me. 
If every one know us^ and we know none^ 
Us dme^ I thinks to trudge, pack, and be gone. 

Dro. S, As ^om bear a man would run for life^ 
So fly I from her that would be my wife. [Exit. 

Ant. S. There's none but witches do inhabit here; 
And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence. 
She, that doth call me husband, even my soul 
Doth for a wife abhor : but her fair sister. 
Possessed with such a gentle sovereign grace. 
Of such enchanting presence and discourse. 
Hath almost made me traitor to myself: 
But, lest myself be guilty to self- wrong, 
m stop mine ears against the mermaid's song. 

Enter Anoelo. 

Ang, Master Antipholus? 

Ant, S, Ay, that's my name. 

Ang, I know it well, sir: Lo, here is the chain; 
I thou^t to have ta'en you at the Porcupine : 
The chain unfinish'd made me stay thus long. 

Ant. S. What is your will, that I shall do with this ? 

Afig. What please yourself, sir; I have made it 
for you. 

Ant. S. Made it for me, sir ! I bespoke it not. 

Ang, Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you 
have: 
Go home with it, and please your wife withal ; 
And soon at supper-time I'll visit you. 
And then receive my money for the chain. 

Ant, S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now. 
For fear you ne'er see chain, nor money, more. 

VOL. IV, M 
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Ang, Yoa aie a merry man^ sir; fare you well. 

Ant. S. What I should think of this^ I cannot tell 
But this I thinks there*8 no man is so vain. 
That would refuse so fair an offer'd chain. 
I see, a man here needs not live by shifts. 
When in the streets he meets such golden gifts* 
I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio stayj 
If any ship put out, then straight away. [£xi 

ACT IV. 

SCEtTE L The same. 

Enter a Merchant, Anoelo, and an Officer. 

Mer, Vou know, since pentecost the sum is due^ 
And since I have not much imp6rtun*d you $ 
Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Persia, and want gilders* for my voyage : 
Therefore make present satisfaction. 
Or m attach you by this officer. 

Ang, Even just the sum, that I do owe to you. 
Is growing'' to me by Antipholus : 
And, in the instant that I met with you^ 
He had of me a chain ; at five o'clock, 
I shall receive the money for the same: 
Fleaseth you walk with me down to his house, 
I will discharge my bond, and thank you too. 

^ A coin* 7 Accruing* 
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Bnt& AvTiPHOLus of Ephesus^ and Droxio of 

Ephesus. 

Of. That labour may you saVe j see where he 

comes. 
Ant. E, While I go to the goldsmith's house^ go 
thou 
And buy a rope's end ; that will J bestow 
Among my wife and her confederates^ 
For locking me out of my doors by day.— 
But soft, I see the goldsmith : — get thee gone } 
Bay thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 
Dro. E. I buy a thousand pound a year ! I buy a 
rope ! [Exit D ro m lo » 

Ant. £• A man is well holp up^ that trusts to you: 
I promised your presence, and the chain ; 
But neither chain, nor goldsmith, came to toe : 
Belike, you thought our love would last too long. 
If it were chain'd together; and therefore came not, 
Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the 
note. 
How much your chain weighs to the utmost carrat; 
The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion; 
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 
That I stand debted to this gentleman ; 
I pray you, see him presently discharged. 
For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 

Ant. E, I am not furnished with the present money ; 
Besides, I have some business in the town : 
Good signior take the stranger to my house. 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 

M 2 
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Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof; 
Perchance> I will^ be there as soon as you. 

Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her your- 
self? 
Ant. E» No; bear it with jo\x, lest I come not 

time enough. 
Ang. Well, sir^ I will : Have you the chain about 

you? 
Ant. E. An if I have not, sir, I hope you have; 
Or else you may return without your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the 
chain; 
Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman. 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 
Ant. E. Goo4 lord, you use this dalliance, to ex- 
cuse 
Your breach of promise to the Porcupine : 
I should have chid you for not bringing it. 
But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 
Mer. The hour steals on; I pray you, sir, de- 
spatch. 
Ang. You hear, how he importunes me; the 

chain— 
Antn E. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your 

money. 
Ang. Come, come, you know, I gave it you even 
now; 
Either send the chain, or send me by some token. 
Ant. E. Fye! now you run this humour out ^i 
breath: 
Come, where*s the chain? I pray you let me see it* 

^ I shall. 
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Mer. My business cannot brook this dalliance; 
Good sir, say, whe'r you'll answer me, or no; 
If not, 1*11 leave him to the officer. 

Ant.E. I answer you! What should I answer 
you? 

Ang» The money, that you owe me for the chain. 

Ant. E, I owe you none, till I receive the chain. 

Ang. You know, I gave it you half an hour since* 

Ant. E. You gave me none; you wrong me much 
to say so. 

Ang. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it : 
Consider, how it stands upon my credit. 

Mer. Wdl officer, arrest him at my suit. 

Of. I do; and charge you in the duke's name, to 
obey me. 

Ang. This touches me in reputation:—- 
Either consent to pay this sum for me. 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never had ! 
Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar'st. 

Ang. He^e is thy fee; arrest him officer; 
I wovdd not spare my brother in this case. 
If he should scorn me so apparently. 

Of. I do arrest you, sir ; you hear the suit. 

Ant. E. I do obey thee, till I give thee bail :— • 
Bat, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear 
As all the metal in your shop will answer. 

Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in £phesus« 
To your notorious shame^ I doubt it not. 
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Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro, S. Master, there is a bark of Epldamnomj 
That stays but till her owner comes aboard. 
And then, sir, bears away : our fraughtage,' sir, 
I have convey'd aboard j and I have bought 
The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vitae. 
The ship is in her trim 3 the merry wind 
Blows fair from land : they stay for nought at all^ 
But for their owner, master, and yourself. 

Ant. E. How now ! a madman ! Why thou peevis 
sheep. 
What ship of Epidamnum stays for me> 

Dro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire wdftege. 

Ant. E, Thou drunken slave, I sent thee foi 
rope 5 
And told thee to what purpose and what end. 

Dro. S. You sent me, sir, for a rope's end as soo 
You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 

Ant, E. I will debate this matter at more leisure 
And teach your ears to listen with more heed. 
To'Adriana, villain, hie thee straight: 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
Thafs cover'd o'er with Turkish tapestry. 
There is a purse of ducats: let her send it; 
Tell her, I am arrested in the street, 
And that shall bail me: hie thee, slave; be gone. 
On, ofllcer, to prison till it come. 

\^Exeunt Merchant, Angelo, Officer, c 
Ant. E. 

Dro. S. To Adriana! that is where he din'd> 

9 Freight, cargo. > Silly. ^ Carnage, 
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Where Dowsabel did daim me for her husband: 
She is too big, I hope^ for me to compass. 
Thither I most^ although against my will> 
For servants must their masters* minds fulfil. [BxiU 

SCENE II. 
The stone* 

Enter Adkiana and Luciana. 

Adr, Ah, Luciana^ did he tempt thee so? 
Might'st thou pereeiye austeidy in his ejo 
That he did plead in earnest^ 3rea or no ? r 

Look'd he or red> or pale; or sad^ or merrily ? 
What observation mad'st thou in this case^ 
Of his heart's meteors tilting in his fece V 

Luc. Firsts he denied you had in him no right* 

Adn He meant, he did me none; the more my spite, 

Luc^ Then swore he> that he was a stranger here« 

Adr. ^nd true he swore, though yet forsworn he 
were. 

Luc» Then pleaded I for you. 

Adr. And what said he ? 

Luc» That love I begg*d for you, be begg*d of me. 

Adr, With what persuasion did he tempt thy love ? 

Luc. With words, that in an honest suit might 
move. 
First, he did praise my beauty 3 then, my speech. 

Adr. Did*«t speak him fair ? 

Luc. Have patience, I beseech. 

3 An allusion to the redness of the northern lights^ likened 
to the appearance of armies. 
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Adr. I cannotj nor I will not> hold me stilly 
My tongue^ thongh not my heart> shall have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere,^ 
Ill-fac*d, worse-bodied, shapeless evexy where i 
Vicious, ungende, foolish, blunt, unkind; 
Stigmatical in making,' worse in mind. 

Tjuc. Who would be jealous then of such a one! 
No evil lost is waiVd when it is gone. 
Adr. Ah ! but I think him better thah I say. 
And yet would herein others' eyes were worse: 
Far from her nest the lapwing cries away \^ 

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do 
curse^ 

Enttr Dromio qf Syracuse. 

Bro, S. Here, go j the desk, the purse ; sweet 
now, make haste. 

Ijoc. How hast thou lost thy breath? 

Dro. S. By running fast. 

Adt, Where is thy master, Dromip ? is he well ? 

Dro. S, No, he's in tartar limbo, worse than hell: 
A devil in an everlasting garment ' hath him. 
One, whose hard heart is button'd up with steely 
A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rough ; 
A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in bufif ; 
A back-friend, a should^-dapper, one than counter- 
mands 
The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands ; 

4 Dry, withered. s Marked by nature with deformity. 

^ Who crieth most where her nest is not. 
7 The officers in those days were clad in bufiT, which is 
also a cant expression for a roan's skin. 
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A hound that ruos counter^ and yet draws dry-foot 

well; 
One that^ before the judgment^ carries poor souls to 
heU.» 
Adr, Why, man, what is the matter ? 
Dro, S, I do not know the matter ? he is 'rested on 

the case. 
Adr. What, is he arrested? tell me, at whose suit, 
Dro. S^ I know not at whose suit he is arrested, 
wellj 
But he's in a suit of buff, which 'rested him, that can 

I tell: 
Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money 
in the desk ? 
Adr» Go fetch it, sister.— This I wonder at, 

[£xtV Lucia NA, 
That he, unknown to me, should be in debt : 
Tell me, was he arrested on a band ?9 

Dro. S. Not on a band, but on a stronger thing; 
A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring ? 
Adr. What, .the chain ? 

Dro. S. No, no, the bell : 'lis time, that I were gone. 

It was two -ere I left him, and now the clock strikes 

one. 

Adr. The hours come back ! that did I never hear. 

i>ro. S. O yes. If any hour meet a sergeant, a'turns 

back for very fear. 
Adr. As if time were in debt! how fondly dost 

thou reason ? 
Dro, S. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more 
than he*s worth to season. 

* Hell was the cant term for prison* 9 ;. r. Bond* 
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Nay^ he's a thief too : Have you not heard men sajr. 
That time comes stealing on by night and day ? 
If he be in debt^ and theft^ and a sergeant in the way^ 
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a day? 

Enter Luciaka* 

Adr» Go, Dromioj there's the money, bear it 
straight $ 
And bring thy master home immediately .«» 
Come, sister i I am press'd down with conceit j* 
Conceit, my comfort, and my injury. \JEaeimi' 

SCENE III. 
The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Ant, S, There's not a man I meet, but doth sdttte 
me 
As if I were tlieir well-acquainted friend j 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
Some tender money to me, some invite mej 
Some other give me thanks for kindnesses 5 
Some offer me commodities to buy : 
Even now a tailor call'd me in his shop. 
And show'd me silks that he had bought for me^ 
And, therewithal, took measure of my body. 
Sure, these are but imaginary wiles. 
And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 

* Fanciful conception. 
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Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro, S. Master, here's the gold you sent me for : 
^at, have you got the picture of old Adam new 
apparell'd? 

Ant. 5. What gold is this ? what Adam dost thou 
mean ? 

Dro.S. Not that Adam, that kept the paradise, 
but that Adam, that keeps the prison : he that goes 
in the calTs-skin that was kill'd for the prodigal 5 he 
that came behind you, sir, like an evil angel^ and 
bid you forsake your liberty. 

Ant. S. I understand thee not. 

Dro. S. No? why, 'tis a plain case : he that went 
like a base-viol, in a case of leather; the man, sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, 
and 'rests diem 3 he, sir, that takes pity on decayed 
men, and gives diem suits of durance; he that sets 
up his rest to do more exploits with his mace, than a 
morris-pike. 

Ant» S. What! thou mean*st an officer ? 

Dro. S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band ; he, 
that brings any man to answer it, that breaks his 
band : one that thinks a man always going to bed, 
and says, God give you good rest. 

Ant.S, Well, sir, there rest in your foolery. Is 
there any ship puts forth to-night? may we be gone ? 

Dro. S. Why, sir, I brought you word an hour 
since, that the bark Expedition put forth to-night ? 
and then were you hindered by the sergeant, to tarry 
for the hoy. Delay : Here are the angels that you 
sent for^ to deliver you. 



172 COMEDY OF ERBOBS. Act 

Ant. 5. The fellow is dictract^ and so am I; 
And here we wander in iUosions ; 
Some blessed power deliver us from hence ! 

Enter a Courtezan* 

Cour, Well met^ well met^ master Antipholoi 
' I see^ sir^ you have found the goldsmith now; 
Is that the chain, you promis*d me to-day ? 

Ant. S, Satan, avoid! I charge thee teo^t me ] 

Dro. S, Master, is this mistress Satan? 

Ant. S. It is the devil. 

Dro. S. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil*8 d 
and here she comes in the habit of a light wen 
and thereof comes, that the wenches say, God i 
me, that's as much as to say, God make me a i 
•wench. It is written, they appear to men like an 
of light : light is an effect of fire, and fire will bi 
ergo, light wenches vnll bum; Come not near he 

Cour. Your man and you are marvdlous menjj 
Will you go with me ? We'll mend our dinner he 

Dro, S, Master, if you do expect spoon-meal; 
bespeak a long spoon. 

Ant. S. Why, Dromio > 

Dro. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon^ 
must eat with the devil. 

Ant. S, Avoid then, fiend! what tell'st thou m 
supping ? 
Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress : 
I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone* 

Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at dim 
Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis'd; 
And I'll be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 
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9. S» Some devils ask but the 'paring of one's 

nail> 
h^ a hair^ a drop of bloody a pin^ 
:, a cherry-stone : but she, more covetous, 
i have a chain. 

r, be wise ; and if you give it her, 
eyil will shake her chain, and fright us with it. 
r. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the chain j 
i, you do not mean to cheat me so. 
. 5. Avaunt, thou witch ! Come Dromio, let 

us go. 
K S. Fly pride, says the peacock: Mistress, 

that you know. [Exeunt Ant. and D&o. 
r. Now, out of doubt, Antipholus is mad, 
irould he never so demean himself: 
{ he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 
or the same he promised me a chain ! 
me, and other^^ he denies me now. 
BaM>n that I gather he is mad, 
les this present instance of his rage,) 
lad tale, he told to-day at dinner, 
I own doors being shut against his entrance. 
\, his wife, acquainted with his fits, ^ 

LTpose shut the doors against his way. 
ay is now, to hie home to his house, 
ell his wife, that, being limatick, 
jih*d into my house, and t6ok perforce 
ng away : This course I fittest choose ; 
)rty ducats is too much to loose. [^ExU, 



4 
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SCENE IV. 
The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus, and an Officer. 

Jnt. E, Fear me not, man, I will not break away; 
I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money 
To warrant thee, as I am 'rested for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to-day: 
And will not lightly trust the messenger. 
That I should be attached in Ephesus : 
I tell you> 'twill sound harshly in her ears.— • 

Enter DaoMio of Ephesus mth a rope's end. 

Here comes my man 5 I think, he brings the woaef. 
How now, sir? have you that I sent you for } 

Dro. E. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay tbem 
aU.* 

Ant, E, But Where's the money ? 

Dro. E. Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope. 

Ant.E, Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 

Dro. E. I'll serve you, sir, five hundred at the rate. 

Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home? 

Dro. E. To a rope's end, sir 5 and to that end am 
I return'd. 

Ant. E. And to that end, sir, I will welcome you. 

[^Beating him. 

Of. Good sir, be patient. 

Dro. E. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient; I am iu 
adversity. 

^ Correct them all. 
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Off. Good now, hold thy tongue. 

Dro, E, Nay, rather persuade him to hold hii 

hands. 

Ant» E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain ! 

Bro, E, I would I were senseless, sir, that I 
mi^t not feel your blows. 

Aftt. E, Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, 
and so is an ass. 

Dro. £. I am an^ss, indeed ; you may prove it by 
my long ears. I have serv'd him from the hour of 
my nativity to this instant, and have nothing at his 
hands for my service, but blows : when I am cold, 
be heats me with beating: when I am warm, he 
cods me with beating : I am waked with it, when 
I sleeps raised with it, when I sit) driven out of 
doors with it, when I go from home; welcomed 
home with it, when I return : nay, I bear it on my 
ihpolders, as a beggar wont her brat ; and, I think; 
when he hath lamed me, I shall beg with it from 
door to door. . 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, and the Courtezan^ 
with PiiJcH, and Others. 

Ants E. Come, go along; my wife is coming 

yonder. 
Dro. E, Mistress, respicejinem, respect your end j 
or rather the prophecy, like the parrot. Beware tic 
rope*s end. 
Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk ? [Beats him. 

Omr. How say you now? is not your husband 
mad ? 
. Adr, His incivility confirms no less.-— 



176 COMEDY OF ERRORS. Act II. 

Good doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer -, 
Establish him in his true sense again^ 
And I will please you what you will demand. 
Luc. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks ! 
Cour, Mark^ how he trembles in his extacy ! 
Pinch, Give me your hand^ and let me feel youi 

pulse. 
Jnt. E. There is my hand and let it feel your ear. 
Finch. I charge thee^ Satan, housed within this 
man^ 
To yield possession to my holy prayers. 
And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight 5 
I c6njure thee by all the saints in heaven. 

Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peaces I am not 

mad. 
Adr. O, that thou wert not, poor distressed 

soul! 
Ant. E. You minion youj are these your cus- 
tomers ? 
Did tills companion^ with a saffron face 
Revel and feast it at my house to day. 
Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut. 
And I denied to enter in my house ? 
^ Adr. O, husband, God doth know, youdin*dat 

home. 
Where Vould you had remained until this time. 
Free from these slanders, and this open shame ! 
Ant. E. I din'd at home ! Thou villain, what 
say'st thou ? 
. Dro, E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at 
hom9. 

3 Fellow. 
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Ant. E. Were not my doors lock'd up> and I shut 

out? 
Dro. E. Perdy/ your doors were lock'd, and you 

shut out. 

# 

Ant. E. And did not she herself revile me there ? 

Dro. E. Sans fable,^ she herself revil*d you there. 

Ant. E. Did not her kitchen maid rail^ taunt^ and 
scorn me ? 

Dro.E. Certes,^ she did 5 the kitchen-vestal scorn'd 

you. 
Ant E. And did not I in rage depart from thence ? 
Dro. E. In verity you did ; — my bones bear wit- 
ness^ 
That since have felt the vigour of his rage. 
Adr. Is*t good to sooth him in these contraries ? 
Finch. It is no shame; the fellow £nds his vein> 
And^ yielding to him^ humours well his frenzy. 
Ant. E. Thou hast suborned the goldsmith to arrest 

me. 
Adr. Alas^ I sent you money to redeem you^ 
By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. 
Dro. E, Money by me ? heart and good-will you 
might. 
But, surely, master, not a rag of money. 
Ant. E. Went*st not thou to her for a purse of 

ducats ? 
Adr. He came to me, and I delivered it. 
Luc. And I am witness with her, that she did. - 
Dro, E, God and the rope-maker, bear me witness^ 

, ♦ A corruption of the French osLthr-farJuu. 
s Without a fable. * Certainlx. 

▼01* IT. N 
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That I was tent for nothing but a rope ! 

Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is possess'd -, 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks : 
They must be bounds and laid in some dark room. 
Ant, E, Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth 
to-day. 
And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? 

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 
Dro. E. And, gentle master, I received no gold) 
But I confess, sir, that we were lock'd out. 

Adr, Dissembling villain, thou speaVst false in 

both. 
Ant. E. Dissembling harlot thou art false in all 3 
And art confederate with a damned pack. 
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me : 
But with these nails Til pluck out these false eyes. 
That would behold in me this shameful sport. 

[Pinch and Ms assistants bind Akt. and 
Dromio. 
Adr, O, bind him, bind him, let him not come 

near me. 
Pinch, More company ^--^e £end is strong within 

him. 
Luc, Ah me, poor man, how pale and wan he 

looks! 
Ant, E. What, will you murder me? Thou gaoler^ 
thou, 
I am t&y prisoner; wilt thou sufier them 
To make a rescue ? 

Of. Masters, let him go; 

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him. 
Pinck, Goj bind this man^ for he is firaatick loo» 
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Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish^ o&kxn} 
Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself? 

P^. He is my prisoner j if I let him go. 
The debt he owes, will be requir'd of me, 

Adr. I will discharge thee, ere I go from thee : 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor. 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good master doctor, see him safe conveyed 
Home to my house. — O most unhappy day ! 

Ant, E, O most unhappy* strumpet ! 

Dro» E, Master, I am here entered in bond for 
you. 

Ant, E. Out on thee villain ! wherefbfe dost thou 
mad me? 

Dro, E. Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad. 
Good master 5 cry, the devil. — 

Luc, God help, poor soul«, how idly do they talk! 

Adr. Go bear him hence. — Sister, 'go you with 
me. — 
[Examt Pinch and assistants with Ant. . 
and Dro. 
Say now, whose suit is he arrested at ? 

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith; Do you know him? 

Adr. I know the man : What is the sum he owes \ 

Off, Two hundred ducats. 

Adr, Say, how grows it due? 

Off, Due for a chain, your husband had of him. 

Adr. He did bespeak a chain for mt, but had it 
not. 

' Foolish. * Unhappy for unlucky, /. e, mischievous. 

N 2 
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Cour. When as your husband, all in rage, to-daj 
Came to my house, and took away my ring, 
(The ring I saw upon his finger now,) 
Straight after, did I meet him with a chain. 

Adr, It may be so, but I did never see it:— 
Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is, 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse, with his rapier 
drawn, and Dromio of Sjrracuse. 

. Luc. God, for thy mercy ! they are loose again. 
Adr. And come with naked swords j let*8 call 
more help. 
To have them bound again. 
Of. Away, they'll Ml us. 

lExeunt Officer, Adr. and Luc. 
Ant. S. I see, these witches are afraid of swords. 
Dro. S. She, that would be your wife, now ran 

from you. 
Ant. S. Come to the Centaur ; fetch our 8tu£F^ 
from thence: 
I long, that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dro. S. Faith, stay here this night, they will surely 
da us no harm ; you saw, they speak us fair, give 
us gold : metfainks, they are such a gentle nation, 
that but for the mountain of mad flesh that claims 
marriage of me, I could find in my heart to stay here 
still, and turn witch. 

Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the town> 
Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard, lExcmt. 
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ACT V. 
SCENE I. The same. 

Enter Merchant and Angelo. 

Ang, I am sorry, sir, that I have hindered you| 
But, I protest, he had the chain of me. 
Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 

Mer. How is the man esteem*d here in the city ) 

Ang, Of very reverend reputation^ sir> 
Of credit infinite, highly belov'd. 
Second to none that lives here in the city ; 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Mer. Speak sofdyi yonder, as I thinks he walks* 

Enter Antipholus and Dromio of Syracuse. 

Ang. *Tis so; and that self chain about his neck. 
Which he forswore, most monstrously, to have. 
Good sir, draw near to me, I'll speak to him. 
Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this shame and trouhlei 
And not without some scandal to yourself^ 
With circumstance, and oaths, so to deny 
This chain, which now you wear so openly : 
Besides the charge, the shame, imprisonment. 
You have done wrong to this my honest friend ; 
Who, but for staying on our controversy. 
Had hoisted sail, and put to sea to-day : 
This chain you had of me, can you deny it } 

Ant, S. I think, I had ; I never did deny it. 

M^r. Y^s, that you did, sir; and forswore it too. 



Iff ceaaatr or wmms jst r. 

jimi.S, Who honi gae tt> Act k, or faj«iiM it ? 

of SL=e, csoc kaovesL ^d bar 



Fre oo fbet, wmdk ! 'ns pitw, diat due fir'st 
To w£k mhae asr bcoest znen reacrt. 

jimi, S. Tboa zrt s TJTl^n, to i-Timnlt me tfaos : 
m prove miiie Jkawn, zod miiie huocstj 
AgKnst thee presendr, if thoa dar'it stand. 

Mtr. I daxc^ and do defy thee fir a TiOain. 

[ThtM dm. 

EiiierADKiASA, Luciasa^ Ctxmezan, amd Oiitn. 

Adr, Hold, hart him not, for God's nke; he is 
mad; — 
Some get within him,' take his sword awajr r 
Dromio too, and bear them to my house. 
J}ro, S. Rim, master, nm; for God's sake, take a. 

house.' 
lis is some priory; — In, or we are spoil'd. 

[ExeiuU AsTiPH. and Daomo to tke Priory^ 

Eater the Abbess. 

Abb, Be quiet, people; Wherefore throng yc 
hither? 

Adr, To fetch my poor distracted hnsband hence ^ 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast. 
And bear him home for his recovery. 

Aug, I knew, he was not in his perfect wits. 

Men I am sorry now, that I did draw on him. 

Abb, How long hath this possession held the man ^ 

■ /. #• Close, grapple with him. * L e. Go into a hous^ 
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Adr, This week he hath been heavy^ sour^ «ad« 
And much^ much different from the man he was; 

£at^ till this afternoon^ his passion 

Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb. Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck at 
sea? 
Bury'd some dear friend ? Hath not else his eye 
Stray'd his affection in unlawftd love ? 
A sin^ prevailing much in youthful men. 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 
Which of these sorrows is he subject to ? 

Adr, To none of these, except it be the last | 
Namely, some love^ that drew him oft from home. . 

Abb. You should for that have reprehei^ded him. 

Adr. Why, so I did. 

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough. 

Adr. As roughly, as my modesty would let me. 

Abb. Haply, in private, 

Adr. And in assemblies too. 

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy ^ of our conference ; 
In bed, he slept not for my urging it -, 
At board, he fed not for my urging it j 
Alone, it was the subject of my theme ; 
In company, I often glanced it -, 
Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And thereof came it, that the man was mad ; 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog*s tooth. 
It seems his sleeps were hinder'd by thy railing: 
And thereof comes it that his head is light. 

3 The theme. 
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Thou say^st^ his meat was sauc*d with thy upbraid 

ings: 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions^ 
Thereof the raging fire of fever bred ; 
And what's a fever but a fit of madness ? 
Thou say'st, his sports were hinder'd by thy brdwlf 
Sweet recreation barr*d, what dotji ensue. 
But moody and dull melancholy^ 
(Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair 3) 
And> at her heels, a huge infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life ? 
In food, in sport, and life-preserving rest 
To be disturbid, would mad or man, or beast ; 
The consequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have scared thy husband from the use of wits. 

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly. 
When he demean'd himself rough, rude and wildly,- 
Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not ? 

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof.— 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Abb, No, not a creature enters in my house. 

Adr, Then, let your servants bring my husbai 
forth. 

Abb, Neither ) he took this place for sanctuary. 
And it shall privilege him from your hands, 
,Till I have brought him to his wits again. 
Or lose my labour in assaying it. 

Adr, I will attend my husband, be his nurse. 
Diet his sickness, for it is my oflice. 
And will have no attorney but myself; 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Abb. Be patient 5 for J will not let him stir. 
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Till I have us*d the approved means I have, 

Widi wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers. 

To make of him a formal man again :4 

It is a branch and parcel^ of mine oathj 

A charitable duty of my order 5 

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

Jdr. I will not hence, and leave my husband heref 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness. 
To separate*the husband and the wife. 

Abb, Be quiet, and depart, thou shalt not have him. 

[^Exit Abbess* 

Liic, Complain unto the duke of this indignity* 

Adr. Come, go; I will fall prostrate at his feet^ - 
And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither. 
And take perforce my husband from the abbess, 

Mer, By this, I think, the dial points at five : 
Anon, I am sure, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale> 
The place of death and sorry ^ execution. 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Ang. Upon what cause ? 

Mer. To see a reverend Syracusan merchant. 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town. 
Beheaded publickly for his offence. 

Ang. See, where they come } we will bebdd Kis 
death. 

Luc, Kneel to the duke, before he pass the abbey. 

*/. e. To bring him back to his senses. s Part« ^ Sad* 
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Enter Duke attended; ^geon hare-headed; with th$ 
Headsman and other Officers, 

Duke, Yet once again proclaim it publickly^ 
If any friend will pay the sum for him. 
He shall not die, so much we tender him. 

Adr. Justice^ most sacred duke, against the ab« 
bess! 

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady 3 
It cannot be, that she hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. May it please your grace, Antipholus, my 
husband, — 
Whom I made lord of me and all I had. 
At your important'' letters, — this ill day 
A most putrageous £t of madness took him ; 
That desperately he hurried through the street 
(With him his bondman, all as mad as he,) 
Doing displeasure to the citizens 
By rushing in their houses, bearing thence 
Rii3gs> jewels, any thing his rage did like. 
Once did I get him bound, and sent him home. 
Whilst to take order ^ for the wrongs I went. 
That here and there his fury had committed. 
Anon, I wot 9 not by what strong escape. 
He broke from those that had the guard of him; 
And, with his mad attendant and himself^ 
Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords^ 
Met us again, and, madly bent on us, 
Cha8*d us away 5 till raising of more aid. 
We came again to bind them : then they fled 

' Importunate, * /. r« To take measures. 9 Kjoow. 
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Into this abbey, whither we pursued them j 
And here the abbess shuts the gates on us^ 
And will not suffer us to fetch him out. 
Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command. 
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help, 
Duke. Long since, thy husband serv'd me in my 
wars 5 
And I to thee engag'd a prince's word. 
When thou didst make him master of thy bed. 
To do him all the grace and good I could. — 
Go, some of you, knock at the abbey-gate. 
And bid the lady abbess come to me; 
I will determine this, before I stir. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. O mistress, mistress, shift and save yourself! 
My master and his man are both broke loose. 
Beaten the maids a-row,' and bound the doctor. 
Whose beard they have singed off with brands of fire^ 
And ever as it blazed, they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair : ' 
My master preaches patience to him, while 
His man with scissars nicks him* like a fool : 
And, sure, unless you send some present help. 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr, Peace, fool, thy master and his man are 
here; 
And that is false thou dost report to us. 

Sen?. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true; 

> /. e. Successively, one after another, 
* /. e. Cuts his hair close. 
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I have not breath*d almost^ since I did see it. 
He cries for you, and vows, if he can take you. 
To scorch your face, and to disfigure you : 

[Cry wit^n. 
Hark, hark, I hear him, mistress ; fly, be gone. 

Duke. Come, stand by me, fear nothing: Guard 
with halberds. 

Adr. Ah me, it is my husband ! Witness you. 
That he is borne about invisible : 
Even nowtwe hous'd him in the abbey herej 
And now he*s there, past thought of human reason. 

Enter Antifholus and Dromio of Ephesus. 

Ant. E, Justice, most gracious duke, oh, grant me 
justice ! 
Even for the service that long since I did thee. 
When I bestrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep scars to save thy lifej even for the blood 
That then I lost for thee, now grant m^ justice. 

JEge. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 
I see my son Antipholus, and Dromio. 

Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that woman 
there. 
She whom thou gav'st to me to be my wife 5 
That hath abused and dishonour'd me. 
Even in the strength and height of injury ! 
Beyond imagination is the wrong. 
That she this day hath shameless thrown on me, 

Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt And mc just. 

Ant, E. This day, great duke, she shut the doors 
upon me. 
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While she with harlots^ feasted in my house. 

Duke, A grievous fault : Say, woman^ didst thou 
so? 

Adr» No, my good lord 5 — myself, he, and mjr 
sister. 
To-day did dine together: .So befal my soul. 
As thitf is false, he burdens me withal ! 

Luc. Ne*er may I look on day, nor sleep on night. 
But she tells to your highness simple truth ! 

Ang, O peijur*d woman ! They are both forsworn^ 
In this the madman justly chargeth them. 

Ant. E. My liege, I am advised what 1 sayj 
Neither disturbed with the effect of wine. 
Nor heady-rash, provok'd with raging ire. 
Albeit, my wrongs might make one wiser mad. 
This woman lock*d me out this day from dinner : 
That goldsmith there, were he not pack*d with her. 
Could witness it, for he was with me then; 
Who parted with me to go fetch a* chain. 
Promising to bring it to the Porcupine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I went to seek him : in the street I met him ; 
And in his company, that gentleman. 
There did this peijur'd goldsmith swear me down. 
That I this day of him received the chain. 
Which, God he knows, I saw not : for the which. 
He did arrest me with an officer. 
I did obey; and sent my peasant home 
For certain ducats : he with none return*d. 

s Harlot was a term of reproach applied to cheats amond^ 
torn as well as to wantons among women. 
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Then fairly I btepoke the officer. 

To go in person with nae to my honse. 

By the way we met 

My wife, her sister, and a rabble more 

Of vile confederates j along with them 

They brought one Pinch 3 a hungry lean-&c*d ?il« 

lain, 
A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 
A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller 5 
A needy, hollow-ey'd, sharp-looking wretch, 
A living dead man: this pernicious slave. 
Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer 5 
And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse. 
And with no face, as 'twere, outfacing me. 
Cries out,' I was possessed : then altogether 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence; 
And in a dark and dankish vault at home 
There left me and my man, both bound together; 
Till gnawing with my teeth my bondsjn sunder, 
I gain*d my freedom, and inraiediately 
Ran hither to your grace 5 whom I beseech 
To give me ample satisfaction 
For these deep shames and great indignities. 

Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with 
him 'y 
That he dined not at home but was lock'd oat. 

D«/i<r. But had he such a chain of thee, or no ? 

Aug, He had, my lord : and when he ran m here, 
These people saw the chain about his neck. 

Mtr. Besides, I will be sworn, these ears of mine 
Heard you confess you had the chain of him. 
After you first forswore it on the mart. 
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And, thereupon, I drew my sword on you j 

And then you fled into this abbey here. 

From whence, I think, you are come by miracle. 

Ant. E. I never came within these abbey wbUm, 
Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me : 
I never saw the chain, so help me heaven ! 
And this is false, you burden me withal. 

Duke, Why, what an intricate impeach is this ! 
I think, you all have drank of Circe's cup. 
If here you hous'd him, here he would have beeitj 
If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly:— 
You say, he dined at home *, the goldsmil}i here 
Denies that saying :— Sirrah, what say yon ? 

Dro, E. Sir, he dined with her there, at the For* 
cupine. 

Cmtr. He did 5 and from my finger snatch'd that 
ring. 

Ant, £• *Tis true, my liege, this ring I had of hen 

Duke. Saw'st thou him enter at the abbey here? 

Cour, As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace* 

Duke, Why, this is strange:— <70 call the abbess 
hither -, 
I think you are all mated,^ or stark mad. 

[Exit an Attendant » 

^ge» Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a 
word) 
Haply I see a friend will save my life. 
And pay the sum that may deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Sjrracusan^ what thou wilt. 

^ge. Is not your name, sir, caird Antipholus ? 
And is not that your bondman Dromto ? 

4 Confoundecl 
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Dro, E. Within this hour I was his bondman^ tSr, 
But he, I thank him, gnaw*d in two my cords; 
Now am I Dromio, and his man, unbound. • 

jEge, I am sure, you both of you remember me. 

Dro. E, Ourselves we do remember, sir^ by yoaj 
For lately we were bound as you are now. 
You are not Pinches patient, are you> sir ? 

j^ge. Why look you strange on me ? you know m$ 
well. 

Ant. E. I never saw you in my life, till now. 

JSge. Oh ! grief hath changed me, since you saw 
me last 5 
And careful hours, with Time's deformed hand 
Have written strange defeatures^ in my face : 
But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice ? 

Ant. E. Neither. 

JEge. Dromio, nor thou ? 

Dro, £• No, trust me, sir, nor I. 

^ge. I am sure, thou dost. 

Dro. E. Ay, sir ? but I am sure, I do not> and 
whatsoever a man denies, you are now bound to be- 
lieve him. 

JEge. Not know my voice! O, time's extremity! 
Hast thou so crack'd and splitted my poor tongue, 
' In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 
Thougli now this grained^ face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow. 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up; 
Yet hatn' my night of life some memory. 
My wasting lamp some fading glimmer left;, 

sAlteratioQ of ftpaturcf* ^ Fucrowedy liMd. 
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Mj dull detf ears a little use to hear : 
All these old witnesses (I cannot err>) 
Tell me> thou art my son Antipholus. 
AiU. E. I never saw my father in my life. 
^ge. But seven years since^ in Syracusa, boy, 
Hiou know'st, we parted : but, perhaps, my son. 
Thou sham*st to acknowledge me in misery. 
Ant.E. The duke, and all that know me in th«< 
city. 
Can witness with me that it is not so 5 
I ne'er saw Sjrracusa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 
During which time he ne'er saw Syracusa : 
I see, thy age and dangers make thee dote. 

hUcr the Abbess, ioith Antipholus Syracusan, and 

Deomio. Syracusan. 

4hh. Most mighty duke behold a man much 
wrong'd. [All gather to see him. 

Adr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 

Duke. One of these men is Genius to the other; 
And so of these : Which is the natural man. 
And which the spirit ? Who deciphers them ? 

Dro. S. I, sir, am Dromioj conmiand him away* 

Dro. E* I, sir, am Dromio; pray, let me stay. 

Ant. S, JEgeon, art thou not? or else his ghost? 

Dro. S. O, my old master! who hath bound him 
here? 

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose Ms bonds. 
And gain a husband by his liberty :— • 

VOL. IV. O . 
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Speak/ old JEgeon, if thou be*8t tl^ man 
lliat had*st a wife once calFd ^miUaj 
That bore thee at a burden two fair soni : 

0, if thou be'st the same JE,geoi\, speak^ 
And speak unto the same Emilia ! 

JEge. If I dream not, thou art Emilia } 
If thou art she, tell me, where is that spa 
That floated with thee on the fatal rafl ? 

Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he, and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up; 
But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them^ 
And me they left with those of ^pidamnums 
.What then became of them, I cannot telli 

1, to this fortune that you see me in. 

Dtdce, Why, here begins his morning story right;'' 
These two Antipholus*s, these two so like> 
And these two Dromio*s, one in semblance,—* 
Besides her urging of her wreck at sea,— - 
These are the parents to these children 
Which accidentally are tnet together, 
Antipholus, thou cam*st from Corinth first. 

Ant. S, No, sir, not 1 5 I came from Syracuse, 

Duke. Stay, stand apart; I know not which if 
which. 

Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my most gracious 
lord. 

Dro. E. And I with him. 

Ant. E. Brought to this town with that most fi- 
mous warrior 

7 The morning story is what ^geon tells the Duke m 
the first »cene of this play* 
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Dake Menaphon^ your most renown^ uncle. 

Adr. Whicl^ of 70a two did dine with me to-day ? 

Ant, S, I gentle mistress. 

Adr, And are not you my husband ? 

Ant, E, No, I say nay to that. 

Ant. S, And so do I, yet did she call me so; 
And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here. 
Did call me brother : — What I told you then^ 
I hope, I shall have leisure to make good ; 
tf this be not a dream, I see, and hear. 

Ang. That is the chain, sir, which you had of me. 

Ant. S. I think it be, sir 3 I deny it not. 

Ant. E. And 3rou, sir, for this chain arrested me. 

Ang, I think I did, sir; I deny it not. 

Adr. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail. 
By Dromio ; but I think he brought it not. 

Dro» E, No, nont by me. 

Ant. S, This purse of ducats I receiv'd from you. 
And Dronuo my man did bring them me : 
I see, we still did meet each other's man^ 
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me. 
And thereupon these Errors are arose. 

Ant, E, These ducats pawn I for my ftther here. 

Duke, It shall not need, thy father hath his life. 

Cour. Sir, I must have that diamond from you. 

Ant. E, There, take it 5 and much thanks for my 
good cheer. 

Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To go with us into the abbey here. 
And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes :— - 
And all that are assembled in this place, 

02 
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That by this sympathized one day's error 
Have sufFer'd wrong, go, keep us company^ 
And we shall make full satisfaction. — 
Twenty-five years have 1 but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons 5 nor, till this present hour^ 
My heavy burdens are delivered :; — 
The duke, my husband, and my children both> 
' And you the calendars of their nativity. 
Go to a gossip's feast, and go with me j 
After so long grief, such nativity ! 

Duke, With all my heart, 1*11 gossip at this feast. 
[Exeunt Duke, Abbess, ^o'fcON, Coortezan, 
Merchant, Ang£LO, and Attendants^ 
Dvo. S, Master, shall I fetch your stuff firom ship- 
board? 
Atit. E, Dromio, what stuff of mine hast tboi} 

embarked ? 
Dro, S. Your goods, that lay af host^ sir^ in the 

Centaur. 
Ant. S, He speaks to me; I am your masterj 
Dromio : 
Come, go with us : we'll look to that anon : 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him, 

lExeuttt Aktipholvs S. (md £• Adr. 
and Luc. 
Dro. 5. There is a fat friend at your master's 
house. 
That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner | 
She how shall be my sister, not piy wife. 
Dro, Ek Methinks, you are my glas8> and xiot my 
brother 2 
I see by you^ I am a sweet-faced youth. 
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Will you walk in to see their gossiping ? 
Dro. S. Not I, sir ; you are my elder. 
Dro. E. That's a question : how shall we try it? 
Bro. S. We will draw cuts for the senior : till then, 
lead thou first. 

Bro, E. Nay, then thus : 
We canGie into the world, like brother and brother: 
And now let*s go hand in hand, not one before 
another. ^ [Exeunt,^ 

On a careful revision of the foregoing scenes, I do not 
hesitate to pronounce them the composition of two very un- 
equal writers* Shakspeare had undoubtedly a share in them \ 
but that the entire play was no work of his, is an opinion 
which (as Benedict saysj ** fire cannot melt out of me; I 
will die in it at the stake." Thus as we are informed by 
Aulus GelliuSy Lib. 111. Cap. 3. some plays were absolutely 
ascribed to Plautus, which in truth had Only been {retractata 
et expolifa) retouchecHand polished by him. 

In this comedy we find more intricacy of plot than dis- 
tinction ef character; and our attention is less forcibly en« 
gaged, because we can guess in great measure how the denoue* 
ment will be brought about. Yet the subject appears to have 
been reluctantly dismissed, even in this last and unnecessary 
scene, where the same mistakes are continued, till the power 
of affbrdiog entertainment is entirely lost. Stbbvbns. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Duncan^ King of Scotland: 

Malcolm, 7 ,, • .^, 

•Tk ii_ • > ms sons, « 

Donalbain, ) 

Macduff, 
Lenox, 

Menteth, ^ noblemen of Scotland. 

Angus, 

Cathness, 

Fleance, son to Banquo, 

Siward, Earl qf Northumberland, General qf tk 

English forces : 
Young Siward, his son, 
Seyton, an qfficer attending on Macbeth, 
Son to Macdt0^, 

An English Doctor, A Scotch Doctor, 
A Soldier, A Porter, An old Man, 

Lady Macbeth. 

Lady Macduff. 

Gentlewoman attending on lady Macbeth, 

Hecate, and three Witches, 

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, At* 

tendants, and Messengers, 
The Ghost of Banquo^ and several other Apparitions. 

Scene, in the end of the fourth acty lies in England; 
through the rest qf fhe play, in Scotland! and, 
chiefly, at Macbeth's castis,, 
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ACT I. 
SCENE I. An open Place, 

Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 

1 Witch. 

When shall we three meet again 
In thunder^ lightnings or in rain ? 

2 Witch. When the hurlyburly's' done. 
When the battle's lost and won; 

3 Witch, That will be ere set of sun. 

1 Witch. Where the place ? 

2 Witch. Upon the heath: 

3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 
1 Witch. I come, Graymalkin ! 

All. Paddock calls : — Anon.— 
Fair is foul, and foul is fair: 
Hoyer through the fog and filthy air. 

[Witches vamsi* 

SCENE II. 

A Camp near FJores. 

Alarum xoithin. Enter ^z»g Duncan, MALCOLBf, 
pONALBAiN, Lenox, with Attendants^ meeting 
a bleeding Soldier. ' 

Dm. What bloody man is that ? He can report^ 

» Tumult. 
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As seemeth by his plight^ of the levolt 
The newest state. 

Mat. This is the sergeant^ 

Who> like a good and hardy soldier, fought 
^Gainst my captivity: — Hail, brave friend! 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broU, 
As thou didst leave it. 

Sold^ Doubtfully it stood ; 

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together. 
And choke their art. The merciless MacdonwaU 
(Worthy to be a rebel; for, to that. 
The multiplying villainies of nature 
Do swarm upon him,) from the western isle^ 
Of Kernes and Gallowglasses is supplied;' 
And fortune, on his danmed quarrel' smiling, 
Show*d like a rebeFs whore : But all*s too weak : 
For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,) 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish*d steel. 
Which smoked with bloody execution. 
Like valour's minion, 

Carv*d out his passage, till he fac'd the slave; 
And ne*er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
7ill he unseam'd him from the nave to the chaps. 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

Dun. O, valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman! 

Sold. As whence the sun *gins his reflexion 
Shipwi'ecking storms and direful thunders break ; 
So from that spring, whence comfort seem'd to comei 
Discomfort-^ swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark: 
No sooner justice had, with valour arm*d, 

^ It e. Supplied with light and heavy armed troops* 
3 Cause. 4 The oppofite to comfort. 
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Compeird these skipping Keraes to trust thdr heels; 
But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage, 
V^ith furbished arms> and new supplies of men, 
3Began a fresh assault. 

Dun. Dismay'd not this 

<Xir captains^ Macbeth and Banquo ? 

Sold. Yes; 

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 
If I say sooth,* I must report they were 
As cannons overcharged with double cracks ; 
So they 

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe : 
Except Ihey meant to bathe in reeking wounds. 
Or memorize another Golgotha,^* 
. I cannot tell ; 
But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

Dun. So well thy words become thee, as thj 
wounds; 
They smack of honour both : — Go, get him surgeons. 

[Exit Soldier, attended. 

Enter Rosse. 

Who comes Here ? 

MaL The worthy thane of Rosse. 

Len. What a haste looks through his eyes! So 
should he look. 
That seems to speak things strange. 

Rosse. God save the king ! 

Dun. Whence cam*st thou, worthy thane? 

Rosse^ From Fife, great king, 

' Truth. 6 Make another Golgotha as memorable as the firft. 
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Where the Norweyan banners flout' the sky. 

And fan our people cold. 

Norway himself^ with terrible numbers^ 

Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 

The thane of Cawdor^ 'gan a dismal conflict: 

Till that Bellona*8 hridegroom^^ lapp*d in proof,* 

Confronted him with self-comparisons. 

Point against point rebellious, arm *gainst arm. 

Curbing his lavish spirit : And, to conclude,. 

The victory fell on us; . ■■ n 

Dun. Great happiness ) 

Rosse. That now ^ • 

,Sweno, the Norways' king, craves compositioii; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men. 
Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes' inch. 
Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

Dm, No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
Our bosom interest : — Go, pronounce his death, 
Ai^d with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Kosse. 1*11 see it done. 

Dun. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath 
won. [Examt^, 

SCENE III. 

» 

A Heath. 

Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 
1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister ? 

^ Mock. * Shakspearc means Mars, 

s Dcfimded by armour of proof. 
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2 IVitck. Killing swine. 

3 Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

1 Witch. A sailor*8 wife had chesnuts in her lap, 
id mounch'd, and mounch*d, and mounch*d:— ^ 

Give me, quoth I : 
'okU thee,^ vitch ! the rump-fed ronyon* cries. 
9* husband's to Aleppo gone, master o* the Tiger: 
It in a sieve 1*11 thither sail, 
id, like a rat without a tail, 

1 do, I'll do, and I'U do. 

2 WUch. 1*11 give thee a wind. 
I Witch. Thou art kind. 

9 Witch, And I another. 

1 Witch. I myself have all the other ; 

id the very ports they blow, 

1 the quarters that they know 
the shipman*8 card.' 

irill drain him dry as hay : , 

3q> fhall, neither night nor day, 

ang upon his pent-house lid ; 

e shall live a man forbid :^ 

^eaiy sev'n-nights, nine times nine, 

lall he dwindle, peak, and pine : 

tioagh his bark cannot be lost, 

et it shall be tempest-toss*d. 

X)k what I have. 

2 Witch. Show me, show me. 

1 Witch. Here I have a pilot's thumb^ 
^ieck*d^ as homeward he did come. 

\Prum within. 

' Araiioti begone. ^ A Kurry woman fed on ofl&U. 

t Sailor's chart. ^ Accursed. 
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3 JVitck, A dram, a drum j 
Macbeth doth come. 

AIL The weird sisters/ hand in hand, 
Bosters of the sea and land^ 
Thus do go about, about j 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine^ 
And thrice again, to make up nine : 
Peace! — the charm*s wound up. 

Enter Macbeth and Bakquo. 

Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

Ban, How far is't call'd to Fores ? — ^What are AeiC/ 
So withered, and so wild in their attire j 
That look not lik^ the inhabitants o' the earth. 
And yet are on't? Live you ? or ar« you aught 
That man may question ? You seem to understand 

me. 
By each at onqe her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips : — ^You should be women^ 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

Macb. Speak, if you can ;— What are you? 

1 JVitch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of 

Glamis ! 

2 JVitch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of 

Cawdor ! 

3 IFitck. All bail, Macbeth ! that shalt be king 

hereafter. 
Ban. Good sir, why do you start j and seem to fear 
Things that do sound so fair? — ^I*the name of trutb> 

5 Prophetick sisters. 
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Are ye fantastical^^ or that indeed 

^Wiich outwardly ye show ? My noble partner 

Yon greet with present graoe^ and great predictioa 

Of noble having^'' and of royal hope^ 

That he seems rapt^ withal; to me you speak not: 

If you can look into the seeds of time. 

And say, which grain will grow, and which will iiot| 

Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear. 

Your favour^, nor your hate. 

1 Witch. Hail ! 

2 WUch. Hail! 

3 »^i^cA. Hail! 

1 Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier. 

9 Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though thou be 
none: 
So, all hail, Macbeth, andBanquo! 

1 Witch. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail ! 

Maeb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more ; 
tj Siners death, I know, I am thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor ? the thane of Cawdor lives, 
A prosperous gentleman j and, to be king. 
Stands not within the prospect of belief. 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence ? or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way . 
With such prophetick greeting ? — Speak, I charge 
you. [Witches vanish^ 

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has. 
And these are of them : — ^Whither are they vanished } 

^ Supernatural, spiritual. ^ Esute. 

• Rapturously affected. 
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Macb. Into the air; and what seem'd corporal, 
melted 
As breath into the wind. — ^* Would they had staid! 
Ban, Were such things here, as we do speak 
about? 
Or have we eaten of the insane root,^ 
That takes the reason prisoner ? 
Mach. Your children shall be kings. 
Ban, You shall be king; 

Macb, And thane of Cawdor too j went it not so ? 
Ban, To the self-same tune, and words. Who's 
here? 

Enter RossE and Angus. . 

Rosse. The king hath happily received, Macbeth, 
The news of thy success : and when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebels' fight. 
His wonders and his praises do contend, ^ 

Which should be thine, .or his: Silenc*d with flwt. 
In viewing o'er the rest o' the self-same day. 
He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks. 
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make. 
Strange images of death. As thick as tale,' 
Came post with post ^ and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence. 
And pour'd them down before him. 

Ang. We are sent. 

To give thee, firom our royal master, thanks ; 
To herald thee into his sights not pay thee. 

Basse, And, for an earnest of a greater honour, 

9 The root which makes ihsane. 
■ As fast as they could be counted. 
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He bade me^ from him^ call thee thane of Cawdor; 
In which addition^* hail^ most worthy thane ! 
For it is thine. 

Ban. What, can the devil speak true ? 

Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives 3 Why do you 
dress me 
In borrow'd robes ? 

Ang. Who was the thane, liv^s yet; ' 

But under heavy judgment bears that life 
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was 
Gooibin'd with Norway 5 or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage ; or that with both 
He laboured in his country's wreck, I Jcnow not> 
But treasons capital, confess'd^ and prov'd. 
Have overthrown him. 

Macb, ^ Glamis, and thane of Cawdor: 

The greatest is behind. — ^Thanks for your pains,— • 
Do you not hope your children shall be kings. 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me, 
honiis*d no leas to them ? 

Ban. That, trusted home^ 

Might yet enkindle' you unto the crown. 
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But *tis strange : 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
Ihe instruments of darkness tell us truths ^ 
Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 
[n deepest consequence.— 
Cousins, a word, I pray you, 

Macb. Two truths are told, 

&s happy prologues to the swelling act 

* Title. s Stimulate. 

VOL. IV. P 
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Of the imperial theme.— I thank yoa, gentlemen.-* 

This supernatural soliciting* 

Cannot be ill ^ cannot be good : — ^If ill. 

Why hath it given me earnest of success. 

Commencing in a truth ? I am thane of Cawdor: 

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion' 

Whose horrid image doth imfix my hair. 

And make my seated^ heart knock at my ribs. 

Against the use of nature ? Present fears 

Are less than horrible imaginings : 

My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical, 

Shakes so my single state of man, that function 

Is smothered in surmise j^ and nothing is. 

But what is not. 

Ban. Look, how our partner's rapt 

Macb, If chance will have me king, why, chanco 
may crown me. 
Without my stir. 

Ban. New honours come upon him 

Like our strange garments 5 cleave not to their mould. 
But with the aid of use. 

Mach. Come what come may; 

Time and the hour^ runs through the roughest day. 

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 

Macb. Give me your favour:'' — ^my dull brain was 

wrought 

With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your paini 

Are register'd where every day I turn 

The leaf to read them. — ^Let us toward the king.— 

* 
* Encitcmcnt. 3 Temptation. * Firmly fixed. 

5 The powerg of action are oppressed by conjecture. 
< Time and opportunity. ^ ParcUAi* 
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Think upon what hath chanced: and^ at more time, 
Hie interim having weighed it^ let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 
Ban. Very gladly* 

Macb. Till then, enough. — Come, friends. 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 
Fores. A Room in the Palace, 

Eourish. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donal- 
BAiN^ Lenox, and Attendants. 

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not 
Those in commission yet returned ? 

Mai. My liege. 

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke 
With one that saw him die : who did report. 
That very frankly he confess*d his treasons ; 
Implor'd your highness' pardon 5 and set forth 
A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
Became him, like the leaving it 5 he died 
As one that had been studied in his death, ' 
To throw away the dearest thing he ow'd,* 
As 'twere a careless trifle. 

Dun. » There's no art. 

To find the mind's construction in the face :' 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust. — O worthiest cousin ! 

s Owned, possessed. 
9 We cannot construe the disposition of the mind by the 
lineaments of the face. 

P 2 
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Enter Macbeth, Banqvo, Kosse, and ANOVd« 

The sin of my ingratitude even now 

Was heavy on me : Thou art so far before. 

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 

To overtake thee. 'Would thou hadst less deserv'd / 

That the proportion both of thanks and pajrment 

Might have been mine ! only I have left to say. 

More is thy due than more than all can pay. 

Macb, The service and the loyalty I owe. 
In doing it, pays itself. Your highness* part 
Is to receive our duties : and our duties 
Are to your throne and state, children, and servants; 
Which do but what they should, by doing every 

thing 
Safe toward your love and honour, 

Vun, Welcome hither: 

I have b^un to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing.^ — Noble Banquo, 
That hast no less deserv'd, nor must be known 
No less to have done so, let me infold thee. 
And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban. There if I grow. 

The harvest is your owfi. 

Dun, My plenteous joys. 

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow.-— Sons, kinsmen, thanes. 
And you whose places are the nearest, know. 
We will establish our estate upon 
Our eldest, Malcolm 5 whom w6 name hereafter. 
The prince of Cumberland: .which honour must 

9 Exuberant. 
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Tot, unaccompanied, invest him only, 

at signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 

n all deservers. — From hence to Inverness, 

nd bind us further to you. 

Macb, The rest is labour, which is not us*d for 

you: 
1 be myself the harbinger, and make joyful 
lie hearing of my wife with your approach j 
I, humbly take my leave.. 
Dun. My worthy Cawdor! 

Macb, The prince of Cumberland !— That is a step, 
1 which I must fall down, or else o'er-leap, [Aside, 
\T in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ! 
it not light see my black and deep desires : 
le eye wink at the hand ! yet let that be, 
hich tlie eye fears, when it is done, to see. [Exit. 
Dun, True, wortliy Banquo^ he is full so valiant/ 
id in his commendations I am fed ; 
is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 
liose care is gone before to bid us welcome : 
is a peerless kinsman. [Flourish, Exeunt. 

# 

SCENE V. 
Inverness. A Room in Macbeth's Castle. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter. 

Lady M. They met me in the day of success ; and 

have learned by the perfectest report ^^ they have more 

them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in 

Full as valiant as described. ^ The best intelligenct* 
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desire to question them further, they made themselves-^ 
air, into which they vanished. Whiles I stood raptnt 
the wonder of it, came missives ^ from the king, who 
all-hailed me. Thane of Cawdor j by which title, be" 
fore, . these weird sisters saluted me, and referred me to 
the coming on qf time, with. Hail, king that shalt be! 
This have I thought good to deliver thee, my dearest 
partner of greatness ; that thou mightest not lose the 
dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant qf what greatness 
is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewell. 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor 5 and shalt be 

What thou art promised : — ^Yet do I fear thy nature; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindness, . 

To catch the nearest way : Thou would'st be great) 

Art not without ambition j but without 

The illness should attend it. What thou would'st 

highly. 
That would'st thou holflyj would'st not play false. 
And yet would'st wrongly win : thou'd'st have, great 

Glamis, 
That which cries. Thus thou must do, if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do, 
Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee hither. 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ; 
And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round,* 
Which fate and metaphysical ^ aid doth seem 
To have thee crown'd withal. What is your 

tidings ? 

3 Messengers. * Diadem. 5 Supernatural^ 
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Enter an Attendant. 

Attend. The King comes here to-night. 

Lady M. Thou'rt mad to say it : 

Is not thy master with him? who, wer't so. 
Would have informed for preparation. 

Attend. So please you^ it is true 5 our thane iscoming : 
One of my fellows had the speed of him ; 
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 

Ladt/ M. Give him tendings 

He brings great news. The raven himself is hoarse^ 

lExit Attendant. 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, come, you spirits 
That tend on mortal^ thoughts, unsex me here^ 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood. 
Stop up the access and passage to remorse 3 7 
That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 
The effect, and it ! Come to my woman's breasts^ 
And take my milk for gall, you murd'ring ministers^ 
Wherever in your sightless substances 
You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick nlght> 
And pall^ thee in the dunnest smoke of hell I 
That my keen knife^ see not the wound it makes; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark. 

To cry, Holdf Hold I Great Glamis ! worthy 

Cawdor ! 

• Murderous. 7 Pity. * Wrap as in a mantle. 

9 Knife anciently meant a sword or dagger. 
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Enter Macbeth. 

Greater than both^ by the all-hail hereafter! 
Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present^' and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 

Macb. My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lad If M, And when goes hence ! 

Macb. To-morrow,—- as he purposes, 

Ladif M. O, never 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 
Your fece, my thane, is as a book, where men 
May read strange matters : — ^To beguile the time. 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye. 
Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent 

flower. 
But be the serpent* under it. He that's coming 
Must be provided for: and you shall put 
This night's great business into my despatch; 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Macb. We will speak further. 

Ladi/ M. Only look up clear; 

To alter favour * ever is to fear : 
Leave all the rest to me. [ExeuKi, 

* /. e. Beyond the prefent time, which is according to the 
process of nature ignorant of the future. 
^ Looky countenaifbe. 
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SCENE VI. 

The same* Before the Castle, 

Ilauthoys, Seitants of Macbeth attending. 

Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Ban« 
QUO, Lenox, Macduff, Rosse, Angus, and 
Attendants. 

Dun, This castle hath a pleasant seat j the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban, This guest of summer. 

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve. 
By his lov'd mansionry, that the heaven's breath. 
Smells wooingly here: no jutty, frieze, buttress, * 
Nor coigne of vantage,^ but this bird hath made 
His pendent bed, and procreant cradle : Where they 
Most breed and haunt, I have observed, the air 
Is delicate. 

^ Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Dun, See, see ! our honoured hostess ! 

The love that follows us, sometime is our trouble. 
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you. 
How you shall bid God yield * us for your pains. 
And thank us for your trouble. 

^Ladi/ M, . All our service 

In every point twice done, and then done double. 
Were poor and single business, to contend 

i Convenient corner. ♦ Reward. 
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Against those honours deep and broad^ wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house : For those of old^ 

And the late dignities heaped up to them^ 

We rest your hermits.^ 

Dun, Where's the thane of Cawdor? 

We cours*d him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor: but he rides well; 
And his great loye> sharp as his spur, hath holp hint 
To his home before us ; Fair and noble hostess^ 
We are your guest to-night. 

Lady M, Your servants ever 

Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt/ 
To make their audit at your highness' pleasure^ 
Still to return your own. 

Dvn, Give me your hand : 

Conduct me to mine host 3 we love him higl^yy 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hostess. lExemU 

m 

SCENE VII. 

The same. A Room in the Castle. 

Hautboys and torches. Enter, and pass over the stage, 
a Server,"^ and divers Servants with dishes and service. 
Then enter Macb£th. 

Macb. If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere 
well 
It were done quickly : If the assassination 

5 /. r. We as hermits shall ever pray for you* 
• Subject to accompt. 
7 An officer so called from his placing the dishes on the table» 
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Could trammel upon the consequence, and catch. 
With his surcease, success j that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here. 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,— 
We'd jump the life to come.— But, in these cases. 
We still have judgment here j that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : This even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poisoned chalic^ 
To our own lips. He's here in double trust : 
first, as I am his kinsman and his subject. 
Strong both against the deed ; then, as his host. 
Who should against his murderer shut the door. 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-ofF: 
And pity, like a naked new-born babe. 
Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubin, hoTs*i 
Upon the sightless couriers* of the air. 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye. 
That tears shall drown the wind. — I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'er-leaps itself. 
And falls on the other. — ^How now, what news ? 

Enter Ladi/ Macbeth. 

Lady M, He has almost supp'd j Why have yoi^ 
left the chamber ? 

* Winds ; sightless is invisible. 
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Macb. Hath he ask^d for me ? 

Lady M. Know you not, he has ? 

Macb, We will proceed no further in this business : 
He hath honoured me of late -, and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people. 
Which would be worn now in their newest gloss. 
Not cast aside so soon. 

Ladi/ M. Was the hope drunk. 

Wherein you dress'd yourself? hath it slept since? 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely ? From this time. 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valour^ 
As thou art in desire ? Would'st thou have that 
Which thou esteem*st the ornament of life. 
And live a coward in thme own esteem 3 
Letting I dare not wait upon I would. 
Like the poor cat i* the adage ? 

Maclf, Pr'ythee, peace: 

I dare do all that may become a man 5 
Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady M. What beast was it then. 

That made you break this enterprize to me ? 
When you durst do it, then you were a man 5 
And, to be more than what you werq, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor place. 
Did then adhere,*^ and yet you would make both : 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you. I have given suck ; and know 
How tender 'tis, to love the babe that milks me i 

9 In the same lenae •$ cohere. 
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I would, while it was smiling in my face. 
Have pluck*d my nipple from his boneless gums. 
And dash*d the brains out, had I so sworn, as you 
Have done to this. 

Macb, If we should fail, 

Ladjf M. We fail ! 

But screw your courage to the sticking-place. 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will 1 with wine and wassel ' so convince,* 
That memory, thp warder^ of the brain. 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck only : When in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death. 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His spongy officers 3 who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ? * 

Macb, Bring forth men-children only! 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be received, ^ 
When we havg mark'd with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers. 
That they have don't ? 

Lady M. Who dares receive it other. 

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death ? 

Macb. I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 

* Intemperance* * Overpower. l Sentinel. 

4 Murder. * Apprehended* 
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Away, and mock the time with fairest show : 
False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 

ACT II. 

SCENE L The same. Court within the Castle. 

Enter Banquo and Fleance^ and a Servant, xoith 

a torch before them. 

Ban. How goes the night, boy? 

Fie. The moon is down; I have not heard the 
clock. 

Ban. And she goes down at twelve. 

Fie. I take't, 'tis later, sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my sword : — There's husbandry^ 
in heaven. 
Their candles are all out.— Take thee that too, 
A heavy summons lies like lead upon me. 
And yet I would not sleep : Merciful powers ! 
Bestrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repose! — Give me my sword 5-^ 

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch. 

Who's there ? 

Macb. A friend. 

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest ? The king^s a-bed: 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess' to your offices :• 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 

« Thrift. 7 Bounty. 

* The rooms appropriated to servants. 
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By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up* 
In measureless content. 

Macb. Being unprepared. 

Our will l^came the servant to defect j 
Which else should free have wrought. 

^Ban. All's welL 

' I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : 
To you they have showed some truth. 

Macb. I think not of them: 

Yet, when we can entreat an horn: to serve. 
Would spend it in some words upon that Irasiness, 
If you would grant the time. 

Ban, At your kindest leisure* 

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent,— when 
'tis. 
It shall make honour for you. 

Ban. So I lose none. 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchis'd, and allegiance clear, 
I shall be counserd. 

Macb, Grood repose, the while! 

Ban. Thanks, sir 3 The like to you! 

[_Exit Bakquo. 

Macb, Go, bid thy mistress, when my drink it 
ready. 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 

lExit Servant, 
Is this a dagger, which I see before me. 
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me dutch 

thee; 
I have thee not^ and yet I see thee stilL 

9 Conclude. 
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Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 

To feeling, as to sight ? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind ; a false creation. 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshal'st me the way that I was going j 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses^ 

Or else worth all the rest: I see thee still 5 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon,' gouts* of blood. 

Which was not so before. — ^There's no such thing: 

It is the bloody business, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. — ^Now o'er the one half world 

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 

The curtain'd sleep 5 now witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings 5 and wither'd murder, 

Alarum'd by his sentinel, the wolf. 

Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace. 

With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design 

Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth. 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my where-about. 
And take the present horror from the time. 
Which now suits with it. — ^Whiles I threat, he lives; 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

[^A bell rings, 
I go, and it is done 5 the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell 
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell.' [Exit. 

■Haft. * Drops. 
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SCENE II. 

The sdnie. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Ladjf M. Tliat which hath made them drunk^ 
hath made me bold : 
What hath quench'd them^ hath given me fire:— - 

Hark!— Peace! 
It was the owl that shriek*d> the fatal bellman. 
Which gives the stem*8t good-night. He is about it: 
The doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores : I have drugg'd 

their possets. 
That death and nature do contend about them^ 
Whether they live, or die. 

Macb, {jyUhin.J Who's there?— what, ho! 

Ladif M. Alack ! I am afraid they have awak'd. 
And 'tis not done :*-the attempt, and not the deed. 
Confounds us : — -Hark I— I laid their daggers ready^ 
He could not miss them. — Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done't. — ^My husband ? 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. I have done the deefd: — ^Didst thou not 

hear a lioise? 
LudyM, I heard the owl scream, and the crickets 
cry. 
Did not you speak ? 
Macb, When > 

VOL. IV, Q 



226 MACBETH. ActlU 

Lady M. Now. 

Macb. As I descendedt 

Lady M. Ay, 
Macb. Hark!— 
Who lies i* the second chamber ? 
Lady M. Donalbain. 

Macb. This is a sorry sight. 

^Looking <m his hands. 

Lady M. A foolish thought^ to say a sony sight. 

Macb. There^s one did laugh in his sleep^ and one 

cried^ murder ! 

That they did wake each other) I stood and heard 

them: 
But they did say their pra3rers^ and addrass'd diem 
Again to sleep. 

Lady M. There are two lodg*d together. 

Macb. One cried^ God bless its ! and^ Amen, tfe 
, others 
As^ they had seen me^ with these hangman's hands. 
Listening their fear^ I could not say^ amen^ 
When they did say^ Grod bless us. 

Lady M. Ck)nsider it not so deeply. 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce^ amen ^ 
I had most need of blessings and amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady M9 These deeds musi not be thought 

After these ways 3 so^ it will make us mad. 

Macb. Methought^ I heard a voice cry^ Sleep m 



more ! 



Macbeth does murder sleepy the innocent sleep ; 
Sleep J that knits up the ravelled skave^ of care^ 

3 As if* 4 Sleafe is unwrought slUb. 
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The death of each da/s life, sore labdur's bathj 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second course. 
Chief nourisher in life's feast ;'— 

Lady M. What do you mean ? 

Macb. Still it cried^ Sleep no more ! to all the'house : 
Glamia hath murder* d sleep ; and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more^ Macbeth shall sleep no morel 

Lady M. Who was it that thus cried ? Why, wor«» 
thy thane, 
Von do unbend your noble strength, to think 
"So brainsickly of things ; — Go, get some water. 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand.—- 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place ? 
They must lie there : Go, carry them; and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Macb, , I'll go no more : 

I am afraid to think what I have done ; 
Look on*t again, I dare not. 

Lady M, Infirm of purpose! 

Give me the daggers : The sleeping, and the deac^ 
Are but as pictures : 'tis the eye of childhood. 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleecj, 
rU gild the faces of the grooms withal. 
For it must seem their guilt. 

[Exit. Knocking within, 

Macb, Whence is that knocking ? 

How is*t with me, when every noise appals me ? 
What hands are here? H3! they pluck out mine 

eyes ! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand ? No 3 this my hand will rather 

q2 
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The multitudinous seas incarnardine,^ 
Making the green — one red. 

Re-enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. My hands are of your colour; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. [^Knock,'] Ihearaknockidg 
At the south entry: — ^retire we to our chamber: 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How easy is it then ? Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended. — IKnocking,'] Hark! 

more knocking : 
Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us. 
And show us to be watchers : — ^Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
^ Macb, To know my deed, — 'twere best not know 

myself, IKnock. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking! Ay, 'would 

thou could'st ! lExemt^ 

SCENE nr. 

The same. 

Enter a Porter. [Knocking mthin. 

Porter, Here's ai knocking, indeed! If a man 
were porter of hell-gate, he should have old^ turning 
the key. ^Knocking.'] Knock, knock, knock: Who^s 
there, i'the name of BeJzebub ? Here's a ^rmer, 
that hanged himself on the expectation of plenty: 
Come in time; have napkins'^ enough about you; 

5 To incarnardine is to stain of a flesh colour. 
^Frequent. ^ Handkerchieft* 
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here you'll sweat for't. iKnocking,'] Knock, knock: 
Who's there, i'the other devil's name ? 'Faith, here's 
an equivocator, that could swear in both the scales 
against either scaler who committed treason enough 
'for God's sake, yet could not equivocate to heaven : 
0, come in, equivocator. IKnocking."] Knock, 
knock, knock: Who's there? 'Faith, here's an 
£nglish tailor come hither, for stealing out of a French 
hose ; Come in, tailor 5 here you may roast your 
goose. IKnocking,'] Knock, knock : Never at quiet ! 
What are you? — But this place is too cold for hell. 
rU devil-porter it no further: I had thought to have 
let in some of all professions', that go the primrose 
way to the everlasting bonfire. IKnocking,] Anon, 
anon) I pray you, remember the porter. 

lOpens the gate. 

Enter Macduff a/jc? Lenox. 

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed. 
That you do lie so late ? 

Port, 'Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second 
cock:^ and drink, sir, is a great provoker of three 
things. 

Macd. What three things does drink especially 
provoke ? 

Port. Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep,' and urine. 
Lechery, sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it pro- 
vokes the desire, but it takes away the performance : 
Therefore, much drink may be said to be an equivo- 
cator with lechery : it makes him, and it mars him ] 
it sets him on, and it takes him off ^ it persuades him, 

• Cuckcrowing. 
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and disheartens him ; makes him stand to, and not 
stand to : in conclusion^ equivocates him in a sleeps 
and, giving him the lie, leaves him. 

Macd, I believe, drink gave thee the lie last ni^t^ 
Port. That it did, sir, i'the very throat o*nie: 
But I requited him for his lie; and, I think, being too 
strong for him, though he took up my l^s some- 
time, yet I made a shift to cast him. 

Macd, Is thy master stirring ?— 
Our knocking has awak*d him 5 here he comes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Ltn. Good-morrow, noble sir ! 

Macb, Good-morrow> both! 

Macd, Is the king stirring, worthy thane ? 

Macb. Not yet. 

Macd. He did conmiand me to call timely on him ; 
I have almost slipp'd the hour. 

Macb. I'll bring you to him. 

Macd. I know, tliis is a joyful trouble to you } 
But yet, *tis one. 

Macb. The labour we delight in, physicks^ pain." 
This is the doon 

Macd. I'll make so bold to call. 

For 'tis my limited service.' lExit Macduff. 

Len. Goes the king 

From hence to-day ? . 

Macb, He does : — ^he did appioint it so. 

Lcn, The night has been unruly^: Where we lay. 
Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they say, 
Lamentings heard i'the air; strange screams of death ; 

9 i, e. Affords 1 cordial to it. > Appointed scnrice. 
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And propheqring^ with accents terrible^ 
Of dire ccHubustion^ and confus'd events. 
New hatched to the woeful time. The obscure bird 
Clamoured the livelong night : some say^ the earth 
Was ieveroas^ and did shake. 

Macb, 'Twas a rough night. 

Len. My young reioembranoe cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Macd. O horror! horror! horror! Tongue,' nor 
heart. 
Cannot conceive, nor name thee!^ 

Macb. Len. What's the matter ? 

Macd. Confusion now hath made his masterpiece ! 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o'the building. 

Macb. What is't you say ? the life? 

Len. Mean you his majesty ! 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy your 
sight 
With a new Gorgon : — ^Do not bid me speak 5 
See, and then apeak yourselves.— -Awake ! awake!— 

lExeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ring the alarum-bell : — Murder 1 and treason ! 
Banquo, and Donalbain 1 Malcolm ! awake ! 
Shake off this downy sleep, death's counterfeit. 
And look on death itself! — up, up, and see 
The great doom's image? ^Malcolm! Banquo! 

^ The use of two negitives, not to make an affirmatiye, but 
to deny niore strongly rs common in our author. 
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As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprigjits, 
To countenance this horror ! {Bell rings, 

^ Enter Lady MACBETif. 

Lady M, What's the business. 
That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley 
The sleepers of the house ? speak, speak, r 

Macd, O, gentle lady, 

*Tis not for you to hear what I can speak : 
The repetition, in a woman's ear. 
Would murder as it fell. O Banquo ! Banquq! 

Enter Banquo. 

.Our royal master's murder'd! 

Lady M, Woe, alas ! 

What, in our house ? 

Ban. Too cruel, any where,— —i 

Dear DufF, I pr'ythee, contradict tliyself. 
And say, it is not so. 

Re-enter Macbeth owe? Lenox. 

Macb, Had I but died an hour before this chance, 
I had liv'd a blessed time} for, from this instant. 
There's nothing serious in mortality : 
All is but toys : renown, and grace, is dead ; 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm and Don a lb a in. 

Don, AVhat is amiss ? 

Macb. You are, and do not know it 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
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Is stopp*d 'y the very source of it is stopp*d, 

Macd. Your royal father's murder'd. 

MaL , O, bywh6m> 

Lett. Those of his chamber, as it seem'd, ' had 
done't : 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood. 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows : 

They star*d, and were distracted j no man's life 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Macb, O, yet I do repent me of my fiiry. 
That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you so ? 

Mach. Who can be wise, amaz'd, temperate, and 
furious. 
Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man : 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out-ran the pa user reason. — Here lay Duncan, 
His silver skin lac'd with his 'golden blood -, 
And his gash'd stabs looked like a breach in nature. 
For ruin's wasteful entrance : there, the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their dagger* 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore :^ Who could refrain. 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make his love known ? 

Jaadi/ M» Help me hence, ho ! 

Macd, Look to tlie lady. 

MaL Why do we hold our tongues. 

That most may claim tliis argument for ours ? 

Don, What should be spoken Here, 
Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole, 

3 Covered with blood to their hilt. 
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May rush, and seize us ? Let's away; oar tean 
Are not yet brew'd. 

MaL Nor our strong sorrow on 

The foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to the lady :— 

[Lady Macbeth is carried auf 
And when we have our naked frailties hid> 
That suffer in exposure, let us meet. 
And question this mpst bloody piece of work. 
To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us t 
In the great hand'^ of Grod I stand} and, thence. 
Against the undivulg'd pretence 5 1 fight 
Of treasonous inalice^ 

Macb, And so do I. 

AIL So all. 

Macb, Let's briefly put on manly readinesi, 

And meet i'the hall together. 

All. Well contented. 

[Exeunt all but Ma island Dow. 

MaL What will you do ? Let's not consort yf\% 
them: 
To show an unfelt sorrow, is an ofQce 
Which the false man does easy : VMt to England. 

Don. To Ireland, Ij our separated fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer ; where we are. 
There's daggers in men's smiles : the near in blood. 
The nearer bloody. 

MaL This murderous shaft that's shot;, 

Hath not yet lighted j and our safest way 
Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse 5 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 

♦ Power. 5 Intention. 
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Bot shift arwaj: There's warrant in that theft 
Which steals itself, when there's no mercy left. 



SCENE IV. 
Without the Castle, 

Enter Rosse and an old Man. 

Old M. Threescore and ten I can remember well: 
Within the volume of which time, I have seen 
Hours dreadful, and things strange 5 but this sore 

night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

^ossc. Ah, good father. 

Thou see'st, the heavens, as troubled with man's act. 
Threaten his bloody stage : by the clock, 'tis day. 
And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp : 
Is it night's predominance, or the day's shame. 
That darkness does the face of earth intomb. 
When living light should kiss it ? 

Old M. 'Tis unnatural. 

Even like the deed that's done. On Tuesday last/ 
A falcon, tow'ring in her pride of place. 
Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at, and kill'd. 

Rosse, And Duncan's horses, (a thing most strange 
and certain,) 
Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out. 
Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would make 
War with mankind. 

Old M. 'Tis said, they eat each other. 
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Rasse. They did so 3^ to the amazement of mine 
eyes. 
That looked upon't. Here comes the good Macf« 



duff:- 



Enter Macduff. 

_JIow goes the world, sir, now ? 

Macd. Why, see you not? 

RossCn Is*t known who did this more than bloody 
deed ? 

Macd, Those that Macbeth hath slain. 

Ho^Af. Alas, the day! 

What good could they pretend ?* 

Macd. • They were subom'd: 

Malcolm, and Donalbain, the king's two sons. 
Are stoFn away and fled 3 which puts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 

Kosse, 'Gainst nature stijl : 

Thriftless ambition, that wilt ravin up 
Thine own life's means ! — ^Then 'tis most like. 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 

Macd, He is already nam'd 3 and gone to Scone, 
To be invested. • 

Rosse, Where is Duncan's body ? 

Macd. Carried to Colmes-kill 3 
The sacred storehouse of his predecessors. 
And guardian of their bones. 

Rosse. WiD you to Sco'ne?. 

Macd, No, cousin, I'll to Fife. 

Rosse. Well, I will thithe^ 

* Intend to themselves* 
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Macd. Well^ may you see things well don« there 3—* 

adieu ! 

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new ! 
\Ros8e, Father, farewell. 

^Old M, God's benison go with you : and with those 
That would make good of bad^ and friends of foes ! 

lExeuHt. 



ACT III. 
SCENE /. Fores. A Room in the Palace^ 

Enter Banquo. 

Ban. Thou hast it now^ King^ Cawdor^ Glamis^ 
all, 
' As the weird women promised ; and, I fear. 
Thou play'dst most foully for't : yet it was said> 
It should not stand in thy posterity ; 
But that myself should be the root, and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine^) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good. 
May they, not be my oracles as well. 
And set me up in hope ? But, hush 3 no more* 

Senet sounded. Enter Macb£th> as King; Lady 
Macbeth, as Queen; Lenox, Bosse, Lords, 
Ladies, and Attendants. 

Macb. Here's our chief guest. 

Ladif M. If he had been forgotten. 

It had been as a gap in our great feast. 
And all-things unbecoming. 



5!3S MACBETtH/ Jet lit* 

Macb. To*night we hold a solemn supper^ sir^ 
And 1*11 request your presence, . 

Ban. Let your highnesi 

Command upon me^ to the whtch^ my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Macb, -Ride you this afternoon ? 

Ban* Ay, tny good lord. 

Macb. We should have else desit'd your good ad-» 
vice 
(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous^) 
In this day's council -, but we'll take to-morrow. 
Is't far you ride ? 

^an. As far^ my lord> as will fill up the time 
*Twixt this and supper ; go not my horse the better^ 
I must become a borrower of the nighty 
For a dark hour^ or twain. 

Mdcb* Fail not our feast. 

Ban, My lord> I will not. 

Macb, We hear^ our bloody cousins are bestow*d 
In England^ and in Ireland -, not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange invention : But of that to-morrow j 
When, therewithal, we shall have cause of state^ 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : Adieu, 
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord : our time does call upon 
us. 

Macb, I wish your horses swiftj and sure of foot; 
And so I do commend 7 you to their backs. 
Farewell.— [£x*V Ba v qvo^ 

7 Commiti 



Scene L MACBETIi. S8jl 

Let every man be master of his time 
Till 'seven at nighty, to make society 
*ihe sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
Till supper-time alone : while then, God be with you . 
[^Exeunt Lady Macbeth, Lords y Ladies, Spc. 
Sirrah, a word: Attend those men our pleasure ? 

Atten. They are, my lord, without the palace gate. 

Mach. Bring them before Us. — [Exit Atten.] To 
be thus, is nothing; 
But to be safely thus : — Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep 5 and in his royalty^ of nature 
Reigns that, which would be fear'd : 'Tis much he 

dares 5 
And, to that dauntless temper of his mind. 
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none; but he 
Whose being I do fear j and, under him. 
My genius is rebuk'd ; as, it is^said, 
Mark Afitony*s was by Caesar. He chid the sisterSi 
When first they put the name of King upon me. 
And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-like^ 
They haird him father to a line of kings : 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitless crown^ 
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe, 
Thepce to be wrench'd with an uulineal hand^ 
No son of itiine succeeding. If it be so. 
For Banquo*8 issue have I fil'd^ my mind 5 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder*d| 
Put rancours in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them 3 and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 

* Nobleness. 9 Tot defiled* 
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To make them kings> the seed of Banqno kings! 
Rather than so^ come, fate, itito the list. 
And champion me to the utterance !' W ho'i 
there ? — 

Re-enter Attendant, with twa Murderers, 

Now to the door, and stay there till we call. 

[Exit Attendant. 
Was it not yesterday we spoke together ? 

1 Mwr. It was, so please your highness. "^ 

Macb. Well then, now 

Hiave you consider'd of my speeches ? Know, 
That it was he, in the times past, which held you 
So under fortune 5 which, you thought, had been 
Our innocent self: this I made good to you 
In our last conference J pass'd in probation* widiyoa, 
How you were borne in hand^^ how crossed; the in- 
struments } 
Who wrought with them 5 and all things ebe, tbit 

might. 
To half a soul, and a notion craz'd. 
Say, Thus did Banquo. 

1 Mur. You made it known to us. 

Macb, I did so ; and went further, which is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in yovir nature. 
That you can let this go ? Are you so gospell'd,^ 
To pray for that good man, and for his issue. 
Whose heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave, 
' And beggar'd yours for ever ? 

* Challenge me to extremities. * Proved. ' Deluded* 
^ Are you so obedient to the precept of the Gospel. 
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1 Mur, We are men, my li^e. 
Macb, Ayjh in the catalogue ye go for men ; 

iS hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, 

curs, 
houghs,* water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are cleped* 
Jl by the name of dogs : the valued £le 
)istinguishes the swift, the ^plow, the subtle, 
[lie house-keeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous natui^ 
lath in him clos*d; whereby he does receive 
^articular addition, ^ from the bill 
liat writes them all alike : and so of med, 
^Cfw, if you have a station in the file, 
^d not in the worst rank of manhood, say it ; 
uid I will put that business in your bosoms, 
Wiose execution takes your enemy off 5 
rrapples you to the heart and love of us, 
Vho wear our health but sickly in his life, 
iHiich in his death were perfect. 

2 Mur. I am one, my liege, 
^hom the vile blows and buffets of the world 

bve so incensed, that I am reckless^ what 
do, to spite the world. 
1 M^r. And I another, 

t> weary with disasters, tugg'd^ with fortune, 
hat I would set my life on any chance, 
mend it, or be rid on't. 
Macb. Both of you 

•now, Banquo was your enemy. 

5 Wolf-dogs. 6 Called. 7 Title, description. 

* Careless. 9 Worried* 

VOL. IV. R 
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2 Mur» Trae, my lord, 

Macb. So is he mine : and in such bloody distance^' 
That every minute of his being thrusts 
Against my nearest of life : And though I could 
With bare-fac*d power sweep him from my sight. 
And bid ray will avouch it j yet I must not, 
For^ certain friends that are both his and mine. 
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his ^ 
Whom I myself struck down : and thence it is. 
That I to your assistance do make love ; 
Masking the business from the conunon eye. 
For sundry weighty reasons. 

2 Mvr. We shall, my lord. 

Perform what you command us. 

1 JV/t/r. Thou^ our lives— 

Macb. Your spirits shine through you, Withii 
this hour, at most, 
I will advise you where to plant yourselves. 
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o*the time. 
The moment on't ; for't must be done to-night. 
And something from the palace ; always thooghti 
That I require a clearness : And with him, 
(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work,) 
Fleance his son, that keeps him company. 
Whose absence is no less material to me 
Than is his father* s, must embrace the £ite 
Of tliat dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart ; 
rU come to you anon. 

2 Mur. We are resolv'd, my lofd. ' 

Macb. I'll call upon you straight j abide within* 

■ Mortal enmity. * Because of. 
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It is concluded :— *-*Banquo^ thy 80u1*b flight. 
If it find heaven, naiut And it out to-night. 

SCENE II. 
The same» Another Room. ' 

Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant. 

Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court ? 

Serv, Ay, madam, but returns again to-night. 

Lidy M, Say to the king, I would attend hiB leisum 
J'or a few words, 

Serv, Madam, I will. [Exit. 

Lady M. Nought's had, all's spent, 

^Vhere our desire is got without content : 
*^s safer to be that which we destroy, 
Than, by destiiiction, dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone. 
Of sorriest' fancies your companions making ? 
XJsing those thoughts, which should indeed have died 
With them they think on ? Things without remedy. 
Should be without regard : what*s done, is done. 
Ma4:b, We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it; 

She*ll close, and be herself j whilst our poor malice 

Bemains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let 

The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer, 

< Most melanchol/. 
b2 
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Ere we will eat our meal in fj^ar^ and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams^ 
That sh^ke us nightly : Better be with the dead. 
Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peaa 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstacy.^ Duncan is in his grave j 
After life's fitful fever, he sleeps well } 
Treason has. done his worst : nor steel, nor poisoi 
Malice domestick, foreign levy, nothing. 
Can touch him fiirther ! 

Ladi/ Ms Come on 3 
Crentle my lord, sleek o*er your ru^ed looks 5 
Be bright and jovial 'mong your guests to-night 

Macb, So shall I, love; and so, I pray, be you; 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo 5 
Present him eminence,^ both with eye and tongue 
Unsafe the while, that we 
Must lave our honours in these flattering streams 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts. 
Disguising what they are. 

Lady M. You must leave this. 

Macb, O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear n 
Thou kno^*st, that Banquo, and his Heance, li 

Ladif M, But in them nature's copy's not etei 

Macb. There's comfort yet ; they are assailab 
Then be thou jocund : Ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's sumno 
The shard-borne beetle,' with his drowsy humSj 

^ Agony. 5 Do him the highest honours. 

•/. e. The cop3F, the lease, by which they hold 
lives from nature has its time of termination. ' 
^ The beetle borne in the ai^by its shards or scaly win 
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Hath rung night*s yawning peal^ there shall be dohe 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady M. What's to be done ? 

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge^ dearest 
chuck,* 
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling^ night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day^ 
And, with thy bloody and invisible hand. 
Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale ! — ^Light thickens ; and the 

crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood : 
Good things of day begin to droop jnd drowse ; 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rouse. 
Thoa marvell'st at my words j blit hold thee still ; 
Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill : 
So, pr'ythee, go with me. lExeunt. 

SCENE III. 

The same, A Park or Lawn, with a Gate leading to 

the Palace. 

Enter Three Murderers. 

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us ? 

S Mur. Macbeth. 

2 Mur, He needs not our mistrust j since he delivers 
Our offices, and what we have to do. 

To the direction just. 

1 Mur. Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmefs with some streaks of day: 

s A terai of endearment* * Blinding. 
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Now spars the lated traveller apace^ 

To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches 

The subject of our watch. 

SMur. Hark! I hear horses. 

Ban. [IVitkin,'] Give us a light there, ho ! 

2 Mur, Then it is he ; the rest 
That are within the note of expectation,'' 
Already are Tthe court. 

1 Mur, His horses go about. 

3 Mur. Almost a mile : but |ie does usually. 
So all men do, from hence to the palace gate 
Make it their walk. 

Enter Banquo and Fleance, a Servaniwithatorc* 

preceding them, 

2 Mur. A light, a light ! 

3 Mur. Tis he. 
1 Mur. Stand to*t. 

Ban, It will be rain to-night. 
1 Mur. Let it come dowt 

, {Assaults Baicquc 

Ban. O, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly 
Thou may*st revenge. O slave ! 

[_Dies, Fleance and Servant escap 
3 Mur, Who did strike out the light ? 

1 Mur. Was*t not the waj 
3 Mw. There's but one down; the son is fled. 

2 Mui\ We have lost best half of our aflfkir. 

1 Mur. WelJ, let's away, and say how much 
done. . lExeu 

7i, e. They who are set down in the list of guests, ; 

expected to supper. 
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V 

SCENE IV. 

A Room of State in the Palace, 

A Banquet prepared. Enter Macbeth, Lady Mac- 
beth^ RossE, Lenox^ Lords, and Attendants. 

Macb, You know your own degrees^ sit down : at 
first 
And last, the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thanks to your majesty. 

Macb, Ourself will mingle with society^ 
And play the humble host. 
Our hostess keeps her state j * but, in best time. 
We will require her welcome^ 

LadyM. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends ^ 
Por my heart speaks, they are welcome. 

Enter first Murderer, to the door. 

Macb, See, they encounter thee with their hearts* 
thanks ; 
Both sides are even : Here I'll sit i*the mid'st : 
Be large in mirth ; anon, we*ll drink a measure 
The table round. — ^There's blood upon thy face. 
Mur, *Tis Banquo*s then. 
Macb. Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Is he despatched ? 
Mur. My lord, his throat is cut ; that I did for 

him. 
Macb. Thou art the best o'the cut-throats : Yet 
he* 8 good, 

' Continues in her chair of state. 
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That did the like for Fleance : if thou did*st it. 
Thou art the nonpareil. 

Mur, Most royal sir, 

Fleance is 'scap'd. 

Macb. Then comes my fit again : I had else been 
perfect j 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock ; 
As broad, and general, as the casing air : 
But now, I am cabin*d, cribb*d, confin'd, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo*s safe ? 

Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head 5 
The least a death to nature. 

Macb. Thanks for that :— ^ 

There the grown serpent liesj the worm, thafs fled. 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed. 
No teeth for the present. — (Jet thee gone 5 to-mor- 
row 
We*ll hear, ourselves again. ^Exit Murderer. 

Lady M. My royal lord. 

You do not give the cheer : the feast is sold. 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a making, 
'Tis given with welcome : To feed, were best at 

home J 
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony ; 
Meeting were, bare without it*> 

Macb, Sweet remembrancer !-^ 

Now, good digestion wait on appetite^ 
And health on both ! 

Len^ May it please your highness sit ? 

[The Ghost of Banquo Hses, and sits in 
Macb£Th*s place. 
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Macb, Here had we now our country's honour^ 
roofdi 
Were the grac'd person of our Banquo present j 
Who may I rather challenge for unkindness. 
Than pity for mischance ! 

Rosse^ His absende^ sir. 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your highness 
To grace us with your royal company ? 

Macb. The table's full. 

Len, Here's a place reserv'd, sir, 

Macb. Where? 

Len. Here, my lord. What is't that 

moves your highness ? 

Macb. Which of you have done this ? 

Lords. What, my good lord ! 

Macb. Thou canst not say, I did it : never shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

Rosse, Gentlemen, rise 5 his highness is not well. 

Ladt/ M. Sit, worthy friends :-^my lord is often thus^ 
And hath been frpm his youth : 'pray you, keep seat; 
The fit is momentary ^ upon a thought 9 
He will again be well : If much you note him. 
You shall ofifend him, and extend his passion ; ' 
Feed, and regard him not. — ^Are you a man ? 

Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil. 

Lady M. O proper stuff! 

This is the very painting of your fear : 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said. 
Led you to Dimcan. 0> these flaws,' and starts, 

f As quick as thought. > Prolong his sufiering. 

^ Sudden gusts. 
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(Impostors to trae fear>) would well become 
A woman's story, at a winter's fire. 
Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself! 
Why do you make such faces ? When all's done. 
You look but on a stool. 

Macb. Pr'ythee, see there! behold! look! lo! how 
say you ?■ \ 
Why, what care I } If thou canst nod, speak too.-* 
If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury, back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost disappears. 

Lady M. What ! quite unmann'd in folly } 

Macb. If I stand here, I saw him. 

Lady M, Fye, for shame ! 

Macb^ Blood hath been shed ere now, i'the ddea 
time. 
Ere human statute purg'd the gentle weal ; 
Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been. 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die^ 
And there an end : but now, they rise again. 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns. 
And push us from our stools : This is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady M, My worthy lord. 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Macb. I do forget : — 

Do not muse^ at me, my most worthy firiends> 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health to 
alii 

3 Wonder. 
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Then FU sit down : Give me some wine^ fiU 

fuU: 

I drink to the general joy of the whole table. 

Ghost rises. 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ; 
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirs^ 
And all to all.4 

Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb. Avaunt! and quit my sight! Let the earth 
hide thee ! , 

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 

Ladi^ M, Think of this, good peers. 

But as a thing of custom : *tis no other ; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Macb, What man dare, I dare : 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear. 
The arm*d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger. 
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again. 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword j 
If trembling I inhibit ^ thee, protest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow ! 

[Ghost disappears. 
Unreal mockery, hence! — Why, so; — ^being gone, 
I am a man again. — Pray you, sit still. 

Ijod^ M, You have displac*d the mirth, broke tho 
good meetings 
With most admir'd disorder. 

4 /. e. AH good wishes to all. ' Forbid. 
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Mach, Can such things be^ 

And overcome^ us like a summer's cloudy 
Without our special wonder ? You make td» strangs 
Even to the disposition that I owe,' 
When now I think you can behold such sights^ 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks^ 
When mine are blanched with fear. 

Rosse, What sights^ my lord? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not j he grows worse 
' and worse } 
Question enrages him : at once, good night ;— 
Stand not upon the order of your going. 
But go at once. 

Len, Good night, and better health 

Attend his majesty ! 

Ladjf M. A kind good night to all ! 

[^Exetmt Lords and Attendants. 

Macb, It will have blood j they say, blood will 
have blood ; 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak ; 
Augurs, and understood relations, have 
By magot-pies,^ and choughs, and rooks, brought 

forth 
The secret*st man of blood.— What is the night ? 

Lady M, Almost at odds with morning, which is 
which. 

Mach. How say'st thou, that Macduff denies his 
person. 
At our great bidding ? 

I^dy M. Did you send to him, sir ? 

Macb, I hear it by the way ; but I will send j 

• Pms over. 7 Possess. • Maff'pies. 
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* 

There*8 not a one 9 of them^ but in his house 

I keep a servant fee'd. I will to-morrow, 

(Betimes I will,) unto the weird sisters : 

More shall they speak \ for now I am bent to know. 

By the worst means, the worst: for mine own good^ 

All causes shall give way \ I am in blood 

Stept in so far, that, should I wade no more. 

Returning were as tedious as go o'er : 

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand ; 

Which must be acted, ere they may be scanned.* 

Lady M, You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 

Macb, Come, we'll to sleep : My strange and selif- 
abuse 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use :— 
We are yet but young in deed. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 
The Heath. 

'Sunder, Enter Hec ate, meeting the Three Witches. 

I Witch, Why, how now, Hecate ? you look an- 
gerly. 

Hec. Have I not reason, beldams, as you are. 
Saucy, and overbold ? Ek>w did you dare 
To trade and traffick with Macbeth, 
In riddles, and affairs of death ; 
And I, the mistress of your charms. 
The close contriver of all harms. 
Was never call'd to bear my part. 
Or show the glory of our art ? 

9 An individual. ■ Examined niceljr. 
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And, which is worse, all you have done 

Hath been but for a wayward son. 

Spiteful, and wrathful ; who, as others do. 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now : Gret you gone> 

And at the pit of Acheron, 

Meet me i'the morning ^ thither he 

Wil) come to know his destiny. 

Your vessels, and your spells, provide. 

Your charms, and every thing beside : 

I am for the air -, this night I'll spend 

Unto a dismal-fatal end. 

Great business must be wrought ere noon : 

Upon the comer of the moon 

There hangs a vaporous drop profound j * 

I'll catch it ere it come to ground i 

And that, distill'd by magick slights. 

Shall raise such artificial sprights. 

As, by the strength of their illusion. 

Shall draw him on to his confusion : 

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 

His hopes 'bove wisdom, grace, and fear : 

And you all know, security 

Is mortal's chiefest enemy. 

Song. iWithin.'} C&me awar/p come away, S^c, 
Hark, I am caird > my little spirit, see. 
Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. [Exit, 

1 Witch. Come, let's make haste ; she'll soon be 
back again. \Exemt, 

* /. e, A drop that has deep or hidden qualities. 
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SCENE VI. 

Fores. A Room in the Palace* 

\ 
Enter Lenox and another Lord. 

Len, My former speeches have but hit your thoaghts^ 
Which can interpret further : only, I say, 
Thmgs have been strangely borne: The gracious 

Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth : — ^marry, he was dead :— ^ 
And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late ; 
Whom, you may say, if it please you, Fleance kiird^ 
For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monstroug 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain, 
^0 kill their gracious father ? damned fact ! 
How it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not straight. 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear. 
That were the slaves of drink, and thralls of sleep ? 
Was not that nobly done ? Ay, and wisely too ; 
For *twould have anger'd any heart alive. 
To hear the men deny it. So that, I say. 
He has borne all things well : and I do think. 
That, had he Duncan*s sons under his key, 
(As, an*t please heaven, he shall not,) they should 

find / 

What *twere to kill a father 5 so should Fleance. 
But, peace ! — ^for from broad words, and 'cause he 

faird 
His presence at the tyranfs feast, I hear, 
Macduff lives in disgrace : Sir, can you tell 
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Where he bestows himself ? 

Lord. The son of nnnran ^ 

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth. 
Lives in the English court ; and is receiv'd 
Of the most pious Edward with such grace. 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high respect : Thithei* Macduff 
Is gone to pray the. holy king, on his aid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward : 
That, by the help of these, (with Him above 
To ratify the work,) we may again 
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights ; 
Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives ; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours,^ 
All which we pine for now : And this report 
Hath so exasperate ^ the king, that he 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 

Len. Sent he to Macduff? 

Lord, He did : and with an absolute, 67r, not I, 
The cloudy messenger turns me his back. 
And hums ; as who should say, You*ll rue the time 
That clogs me uith this answer, 

Len, And that well might 

Advise him to a- caution, to hold what distance 
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His message ere he come ; that a swift blessing 
May soon return to this our suHering country 
Under a hand accurs'd ! 

Lord, My prayers with him ! 

lExeuntm 

3 Honours freely bestowed. 4 For exasperate^* 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE J. A dark Cave, In the middle, a Cauldron 

hoUing. 

Thunder. Enter the Three Witches. 

1 Witch. Thrice the brinded cat hath mew'd. 

2 Witch. Tlirice j and once the hedge-pig whin'd, 

3 Witch. Harper cries : — *l!i% time, 'tis time. 
1 Witch. Round about th^ cauldron go 5 

In the poison'd entrails throw. 
Toad, that under coldest stone. 
Days and nights hast thirty-one 
Swelter'd^ venom sleeping got. 
Boil thou first i*the charmed pot ! 

All. Double, double toil and trouble j 
Ere, bum 5 and, cauldron, bubble. 

2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake. 
In the cauldron boil and bake : 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog. 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 
Adder*s fork, and blind-worms sting. 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing. 
For a charm of powerful trouble. 
Like a hell-broth boil .and bubble. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire, burn 5 and, cauldrdn, bubble. 

s This word is employed to signify that the animal was hot 
and sweating with venom although sleeping under a cold stone. 

vol,. IV.' S 
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3 Witch Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf j 
Witches* mummy 5 maw, and gulf,^ 
Of the ravin*d'' salt-sea shark; 
• Root of hemlock, digg'd i'the dark ; 
Liver of blaspheming Jew ; 
Gall of goat, and slips of yew, 
Sliver'd in the moon*s eclipse j 
Nose of Turk, and Tartar's lips | 
Finger of birth-strangled babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a drab. 
Make the gruel thick and slab : 
Add thereto a tiger's chaudron. 
For the ingredients of our cauldron. 

AIL Double, double toil and trouble j 
Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's bloody 
Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Hecate, and the other Three Witches. 

Hec, O, well done ! I commend your pains j 
And every one shall share i'the gains. 
And now about the cauldron sing. 
Like elves and fairies in a ring. 
Enchanting all that you put in. 

SONG. 

Black spirits and xohite, 

Red spirits and grey ; 
Mingle^ mingle, mingle. 

You that mingle may, 

• The throat. ^ Ravenous. • EnUails* 
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2 JVitch. By the pricking of my thumbs. 
Something wicked this way comes : — ^— 
Open, locks, whoever knocks. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. How now, you secret, black, and mid- 
night hags ? 
What is't you do ? 

JIL A deed without a name. 

Macb, I conjure you, by that which you. profess, 
(However you come to know it,) answer me : 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Against the churches 5 though the yesty9 waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up 5 
Though bladed corn be lodg'd,' and trees blown 

down ^ 
Though castles topple* on their warders* heads j 
Though palaces, and pyramids> do slope 
Their heads to their foundations ; though the treasure 
Of nature's germins 5' tumble all together. 
Even till destruction sicken, answer me 
To what I ask you. 

1 Witch, Speak. 

2 Witch, Demand. 

3 Witch. Well answer. 
1 Witch, Say, if thoud*st rather hear it from our 

mouths. 
Or from our masters' ? 

Macb, Call them, let me see them. 

♦ Frothy* ' Laid flat by wind or rain. * Tumble. 
3 Seeds which have begun to sprout. 

s 2 
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1 Witch, Pour in sow*s bloody that hath eatea 
Her nine farrow 5 grease, that's sweaten 
From the murderer's- gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 

AIL Come, high, or lowj 

Thyself, and office, deftly * show. 

Thunder, An Apparition of an Armed Head rises, 

Macb, Tell me, thou unknown power,— 
1 Witch, He knows thy thought; 

Heay his speech, but say thou nought. 
App, Macbeth! Macbeth.^ Macbeth f beware 
Macduff; 
Beware the thane of Fife. — Dismiss me :— Enoa^. 

[Descends* 
Macb, Whatever thou art, for thy good caution, 
thanks ; 
Thou hast -harp'd^ my fear aright :-— But one word 
more :■— 
1 Witch, He will not be commanded: Here's 
another. 
More potent than the first. 

Thunder, An Apparition of a bloody Child rises, 

App, Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth !— 

Macb, Had I three ears, I*d hear thee. 
App, Be bloody, bold, 

And resolute : laugh to scorn the power of man. 
For none of woman bom shall harm Macbeth. 

^Descends* 

* Adroitly. 
5 Touched on a passion as a harper touches a stiini;. 
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Macb. Then live, MacdufF^ What need I fear of 
thee? 
But yet I'll make assurance double sure. 
And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live ; 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies, 
And sleep in spite of thunder, — ^What is this. 

Thunder. An Apparition of a Child crowned, with a 

Tree in his Hand, fises. 

That rises like the issue of a king ; 

And wears upon his baby brow the round 

And top of sovereignty ? ^ 

All» Listen, but speak not. 

App. Be lion-mettled, proud 3 and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 
Macbeth shall never vanquish*d be, until 
Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. [^Descends, 

Macb. That will never b^; 

Who can impress the forest ) ' bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root ? sweet bodements ? good ! 
Rebellious head, rise never, till the wood 
Of Birnam rise, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortal custom.— Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing ; Tell me, (if your art 
Can tell so much,) shall Banquo's issue evet 
Reign in this kingdom ? 

• The round is that part of a crown which encircles the 
iiead : the top is the ornament which rises above it. 

7 Who can command the forest to serve him like a soldier 
impressed. 
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AIL Seek to know no more. 

Mach. I will be satisfied: deny me this, 
And an eternal curse fall on you ! Let me know :— 
Why sinks that cauldron ? and what noise ^ is this? 

[Hauthoyi, 

1 Witch. Show! 2 Witch. Show! 3 Witch. Show! 

AIL Show his eyes, and grieve his heart 5 
Come like shadows^ so depart. 

Eight Kings appear , and pass over the Stage in order i 
the last with a Glass in his Hand; Ban quo 
following, 

Mach, Thou art too like the spirit of Banquoj 
down ! 
Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls i- — Aqd thy hair^ 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first :— 
A third is like the former : — Filthy hags ! 
Why do you show me this ? — A fourth ? — Start, eyes I 
1 What ! will the line stretch out to the crack of doom ?' 
Another yet ? — A seventh ? — I'll see no more : — 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass. 
Which shows me many more 3 and some I see. 
That two-fold balls and treble scepters carry : 
Horrible sight ! — Ay, now, I see, 'tis true ; 
For the blood-bolter'd ' Banquo smiles upon me^ 
An^ points at them for his. — ^What, is this so ? 
1 Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so : — But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? — 
Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprights^^* 
And show the best of our delights 5 

« Music 9 The dissolution of nature. 

» Besmeared with blood. * /. e. Spirits. 
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I'll charm the air to give a sound. 
While you perform your antique round : 
That this great king may kindly say. 
Our duties did his welcome pay. 

[^Mnsick. The Witches dance, and vanish, 
Macb, Where are they? Gone? — ^Let this per- 
nicious hour 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar !— 
Come in, without there ! 

Enter Lenox. 

Len. What's your grace's will ? 

. Macb. .Saw you the weird sisters ? 

Len, No, my lord. 

, Macb, Came they not by you ? 

Jjen. No, indeed, my lord. 

Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride ; 
And damn'd, all those that trust them ! — ^I did hear 
The galloping of horse : Who was't came by ? 

Len, 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word, 
Macduff is fled to England. 

Macb. Fled to England ? 

Len. Ay, my good lord. 

Macb, Time, thou anticipat'st ^ njy dread exploits : 
The flighty purpose never is o'ertook. 
Unless the deed go with it : From this moment. 
The very firstlings of my heart shall be 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and 

done : 
The castle of Macduff I will surprize 5 

? Preventest, by taking away the opportunity. 
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Seize upon Fife 5 give to the edge o*the sword 
His wife^ his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That traced his line. No boasting like a fool j 
This deed I'll do, before this purpose cool : 
But no more sights ! — ^Where are these gentlemen } 
Come, bring me where they are. lExeunt. 

SCENE II. 
Fife. A Roam in MacdufTs Castle, 

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Rosse. 

X. Macd. What had he done, to make him fLj the 
land? 

Rosse. You niiust have patience, madam. 

X. Macd, He had none : 

His flight was madness : When our actions do not. 
Our fears do make us traitors.^ 

Basse, You know not. 

Whether it was his wisdom, or his fear. 

L, Macd. Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to leave his 
babes. 
His mansion, and his titles, in a place 
From whence himself does fly? He loves us riotj 
He wants the natural touch :^ for the poor wren. 
The most diminutive of birds, will fight,' 
Her young ones in her nest, against the owl. 
All is the fear, and nothing is the love 5 
As little is the wisdom, where the flight 
So runs against all reason. 

4 Follow. 5 /. e. Our flight is considered as evidence of our 
treason. ^ Natural affection. ^ fight for. 
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Rosse. My dearest coz*, 

I pray you, school yourself: But, for your husband* 
He is noble, i^ise, judicious, and best knows 
The fits o*the season. I dare not speak much further: 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors. 
And do not know ourselves ; when we hold rumoiur' 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear j 
But float upon a wild and violent sea. 
Each way, and move. — I take my leave of you : 
Shall not be long but Til be here again : 
Things at the worst will cease, or else dimb up« 

ward 
To what they were before. — My pretty cousin. 
Blessing upon you ! 

L. Macd, Fathered he is, and yet he*s fatherless. 

Rosse, I am so much a fool, should I stay longer. 
It would be my disgrace, and your discomfort : 
I take my leave at once. lE^it Bosse. 

L, Macd. Sirrah,* your father's dead; 

And what will you do now ? How will you live ? 

Son. As birds do, mother. 

L. Macd. What, with worms and flies ? 

Son. With what I get, I mean -, and so do they. 

L. Macd. Poor bird ! thou'dst never fear the net, 
nor lime. 
The pit-fall, nor the gin. 

Son. Why shoul4 I, mother ? Poor birds they are 
not set for. 
My father is not dead, for all your saying. 

L. Macd. Yes, he is dead 5 how wilt thou do for 
a father ? v 

' Sirrah was not in our author's time a term of reproach. 
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Son, Nay, how will you do for a husband ? 

i. Macd, Why, I can buy me twenty at any market 

Son. Then you'll buy 'em to sell again. 

X. Macd, Thou speak'st with all thy wit; and yet 
i'faith. 
With wit enough for thee. 

Son, Was my father a traitor, mothey? 

L^ Macd, Ay, ,that he was. 

Son, What is a traitor } 

L, Macd, Why, one that swears and Hes. 

Son, And be all traitors, that do so ? 

L. Macd, Every one that does so, is a traitor, and 
mtist be hanged. 

Son. And must they all be hanged, that swear and 
lie? 

L, Macd, Every one. 

Son, Who must hang them > 

L. Macd, Why, the honest men. 

Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools: for 
there are liars and swearers enough to beat the honest 
ii^ien, and hang up them. 

L, Macd, Now, God help thee, poor monkey! 
But how wilt thou do for a father } 

Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for him : if you 
would not, it were a good sign that I should quickly 
have a new father. 

X. Macd, Poor prattler ! how thou talk'st. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to you known. 
Though in your state of honour I am perfect.'* 

^1 ^m perfectly acquainted with your rank* 
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I doubt, some danger does approach you nearly : 

If you will take a homely man's advice. 

Be not found here 3 hence, with your little ones. 

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage j 

To do worse to you, were fell cruelty, 

IVhich is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you ! 

I dare abide no longer. lExit Messenger* 

L. Macd. Whither should I fly? 

I have done' no harm. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world } where, to do harm^ 
Js often laudable : to do good, sometime. 
Accounted dangerous folly : Why then, ^s ! 
Dq I put up that womanly defence. 
To say I have done no harm?— —What are these 
f/aces ? 

Enter Murderers. 

Mur. Where is your husband ? 

L, Macd. I hope, in no place 30 unsanct^fled. 
Where such as thou may*st And him. 

Mur, He's a traitor* 

Son, Thou ly'st, thou shag-ear'd villain. 

Mur. What, you egg ? [Stabbing km. 

Young fry of treachery ? 

Son. He has killed me, mother} 

^un away, I pray you. [Dies. 

[Exit Lady Macduff, crying murder, 
and pursued by the Murdejfers^ 
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SCENE III. 
England. A Room in the King*8 Palace. 

Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 

Mai, Let us seek out some desolate shade^ and there 
Weep our sad bosonjs empty. 

Macd. Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword 5 and^ like good men^ 
Bestride our downfall*n birthdom : ' Each new mom^ 
New widows howl -, new orphans cry 5 new sorrows 
Strike heaven on the face^ that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland^ and yell'd out 
Like syllable of dolour. 

Mai. What I believe, I'll wail; 

What know, believe 5 and, what I can redress. 
As I shall find the time to friend,^ I wiU. 
What you have spoke, it may be so, perchance. 
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues. 
Was once thought honest : you have lov'd him well j 
He hath not touched you yet. I am young; but 

something 
You may deserve of him through me 5 and wisdom 
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb. 
To appease an angry god. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Mai. But Macbeth is, 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil. 
In an imperial charge.9 But 'crave your pardon ; 

7 Birthright. ^ Befriend. 

9 /. e, A good mind may recede from goodness io the 
execution of a royal commission. 
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That which you are, my thoughts cannot transpose : 
Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell : 
Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace. 
Yet grace must still look so. 

Macd, I have lost my hopes. 

MaL Perchance, even there, where I did find my 
doubts. 
Why in that rawness left you wife, and child, 
(Those precious motives, those strong knots of love,). 
Without leave- taking ? — I pray you. 
Let not my jealousies be your dishonours. 
But mine own safeties : — ^You may be rightly just. 
Whatever I shall think. 

Macd, Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure. 
For goodness dares not check thee ! wear thou thy 

wrongs. 
Thy title is aflfeer'd ! ' — Fare thee well, lord: 
I would not be the villain that thou think*st 
For the whole space that's in the tyrant's grasp. 
And the rich East to boot. 

MaL Be not offended : 

I speak not as in an absolute fear of you. 
I think, our countiy sinks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds : I think, withal. 
There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 
And here, from gracious England, have I ofier 
Of goodly thousands : But, for all this. 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head. 
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 

' Legally settled by those who had the fijial adjudication. 
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Shall have more vices than it had before } 
More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever. 
By him that shall succeed. 

Macd. What should he be ? 

Mai, It is myself I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted. 
That, when they shall be open*d, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow -, and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my coniineless harms. 

Macd, Not in the legions 

Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn'd 
In evils, to top Macbeth. 

MaL I grant him bloody^ 

Luxurious,* avaricious, false, deceitful,- 
Sudden,^ malicious, smacking of every sitf 
That has a name : But there*s no bottom, none. 
In my voluptuousness : your wives, your daughter^> 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The cistern of my lust ; and my desire 
All continent impediments would o'er-bear. 
That did oppose my will: Better Macbeth, 
Than such a one to reign. 

Macd, Boundless intemperance. 

In natilre is a tyranny ; it hath been 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne. 
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours : you may 
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty. 
And yet seem cold, the time you may so hood-wink. 
We have willing dames enough 5 there cannot be 

^ Lascivious. < Psissionate. 
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That vulture in you, to devour so many 
As will to greatness dedicate themselves. 
Finding it so inclined. 

Mai. With this, there grows. 

In mj most ill-compos*d affection, such 
A stanchless avarice, that, were I king, 
I should cut off the nobles for their lands 5 
Desire his jewels, and this other's house : 
And my more-having would be as a sauce . 
To make me hunger more 5 that I should forge 
Cluarrels unjust against the good, and loyal. 
Destroying them for wealth. 

Macd. This avarice 

Sticks deeper J grows with more pernicious root 
Than summer-seeding lust : and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings : Yet do not fear j 
Scotland hath foysons ^ to fill up your will. 
Of your mere own : All these are portable,* 
With other graces weighed, 

Mai. But I have none : The king-becoming graces 
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness. 
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness. 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
I have no relish of them ; but abound 
In the division of each several crime. 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 
Vproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 
Macd. O Scotland ! Scotland ! 

Mai. If such a one be fit to govern, speak s 

^ Plent/. s May be endured. 
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I am as I have spoken. 

Macd. • Fit to govern ! 

No, not to live. — O nation miserable. 
With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter'd. 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again > 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
£y his own interdiction stands accurs'd^ 
And does blaspheme his breed ? — Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king; the queen, that bore theei 
Oftner upon her knees than on her feet. 
Died every day she lived. Fare thee well ! 
These evils, thou repeat*st upon thyself. 
Have banish'd me from Scotland. — O, my breast. 
Thy hope ends here ! 

Mai, Macduff, this noble passion. 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip*d the black scruples, reconcird my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth 
By many of these trains hath sought to win me 
Into his power ; and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste :^' But God above 
Deal between thee and me!' for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction : here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself. 
For strangers to my nature. I an^ yet 
Unknown to woman j never was forsworn j 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own | 
At no time broke my faith j would not betraj 
The devil to his fellow ; and delight 
No less in truth, than life : my first false ispeaking 

• Over- hast/ credulity. 
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Was this upon myself: What I am truly. 
Is thine^ and my poor country' s> to command : 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach. 
Old Si ward, with ten thousand warlike men. 
All ready at a point, was setting forth : 
Now we*ll together 5 And the chance, of goodness. 
Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you silent? 
Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things onge, 
Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a Doctor. 

MaL Well 5 more anon. — Comes the king forth, I 
pray you ? 

Doct. Ay, sir : there are a crew of wretched sot:^. 
That stay his cure : their malady convinces'' 
The great assay of art } but, at his touch. 
Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand. 
They presently amend. 

Mai. I thank you, doctor. 

lExit Doctor. 

Macd. What's the disease he means ? 

Mai. Tis called the evU : 

A most miraculous work in this good king 5 
Which often, since my here-remain in England, 
I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven, 
Himself best knows : but strangely-visited people. 
All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye. 
The mere despair of surgery, he cures 3 
Hanging a golden stamp ^ about their necks,. 
Put on with holy prayers : and 'tis spoken, 

' Overpowers, subdues. ' The coin called an AngeU 

VOL. !¥• T 
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To the succeeding royalty he leaves 

The healing benediction. With this strange virtue. 

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy 5 

And sundry blessings hang about his throne. 

That speak him full of grace. 

Enter Rosse. 

Macd, See, who comes here? 

MaL My countryman 5 but yet I know him not. 

Macd, My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 

MaL I know him now: Good God, betimes remove 
The means that make us strangers! 

Rosse. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Rosse, Alas, poor country; 

Almost afraid to know itself ! It cannot * 
Be caird our mother, but our grave : where nothing. 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ; 
Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rent the air. 
Are made, not marked 5 where violent sorrow seems 
A modem ecstacyj^ the dead man*s knell 
Is there scarce ask'd, for who ; and good men*8 lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps. 
Dying, or ere they sicken. 

Macd. O, relation. 

Too nice, and yet too true ! 

Mai, What is the newest grief? 

Rosse. That of an hpur*s age doth hiss the speaker; 
Each minute teems a new one. 
Macd. How does day wife ? 

Rosse. Why, well. 

9 Common distress of miixl. 
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Macd. And all my children ? 

Rosse. Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter*d at their peace ? 

Rosse. No 5 they were well at peace^ when I did 
leave them. 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech 5 How 
goes it ? 

Rosse. When I came hither to transport the tidings^ 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out 5 
Which was to my belief witness'd the rather^ 
For that I saw the tyrant's power a-foot : 
Now is the time of help 5 your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fights 
To doff' their dire distresses. 

Mai. Be it their comfort^ 

We are coming thither: gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men $ 
An older, and a better soldier, none 
That Christendom gives out. 

Rosse. 'Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like ! But I have words. 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air. 
Where hearing should not latch * them. 

Macd. What concern they ? 

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief,' 
Due to some single breast ? 

Rosse. ijo mind, that's honest. 

But in it shares some woe ) though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

* Put off. ^ Catch. 3 A grief that has a single owner. 

T 2 
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Macd, If it be mine. 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Rosse, Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever. 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound. 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. Humph ! I guess at it 

Rosse, Your castle is surpriz'dj your wife, and 
babes. 
Savagely slaughtered : to relate the manner. 
Were, on the quarry* of these murder'd deer. 
To add the death of you. 

Mai, Merciful heaven !— * 

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows; 
Give sorrow words : the grief, that does not speak. 
Whispers the o*er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 

Macd, My children too ? 

Rosse. Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be found. 

Macd. And I must be from thence ! 

My wife kiird too ? 

Rosse. I have said. • 

Mai. Be comforted : 

Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge. 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children.-r-All my pretty ones ? 
Did you say, all ? — O, hell-kite ! — ^AU ? 
What, all my pretty chickens,, and their dam. 
At one fell swoop ? 

Mai, Dispute it like a man. 

Macd. I shall do so ; 

But I must also feel it as a man : 

4 The game after it is killed. 
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I cannot but remember such things were, , 
That were most precious to me, — ^Did heaven look on. 
And would not take their part? Sinful MacdufF, 
They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Kot for their own demerits, but for mine, 
JFell slaughter on their souls : Heaven rest them now ! 
Mai, Be tins the whetstone of yom: sword : let grief 
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd, O, I could play the woman with mine eyes. 
And braggart with my tongue !— But, gentle 

heaven. 
Cut short all intermission ;^ front to front. 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself; 
Within my sword*s length set him ; if he 'scape. 
Heaven forgive him too ! 

Mai. . ' This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king; our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you 

may; 
The night is long, that never finds the day. 

lExemt. 

ACT V. 

SCEJ^E 7. Dunsinane. A Roam in the Castle. 

Enter a Doctor of Physkk, and a waiting Gentle- 
woman. 

Doct. I have two nights watched with you, but can 

s All pause. 
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perceive no troth in your report. When was 
ast walked? 

Gent, Since his majesty went into the fields 
seen her rise from her bed^ throw her night 
upon her^ unlock her closet^ take forth papei 
it, write upon it, read it, afterwards seal it, and 
return to bed \ yet all this while in a most fast 

"Drnt. A great perturbation in nature ! to lec 
once the benefit of sleep, and do the efiects of ^ 
mg. — ^In this slumbry agitation, besides her ws 
and oth^r actual performances, what, at anj 
have you heard her say ? 

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report afl 

jyact. You may, to me \ and *tis most me 
should. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one; hav; 
witness to confirm my speech. 

'Enter Lady Macbeth, xvith a Taper, 

Lo you, here she comes ! This is her very guis< 
up6n ray life, fast asleep. Observe her; stani 

Doct. How came she by that light ? 

Gent. Why, it stood by her : she has light 
continually 3 *tis her command. 

Doct. You see, her eyes are open. 

Gent, Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Doct. What is it she does now? Look, how s 
her hands. 

Gent, It is an accustomed action with her, t 
thus washing her hands ; I have known her 
in this a quarter of an hour. 

Ladji M, Yet here's a spot. 
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Doct. Hark> she speaks : I will set down what comes 
from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more 
strongly. 

Ladi/ M. Out, damned spot ! out,, I say ! — One j 

IVoj Why, then *tis time to do't : ^Hell is 

murky !^ — Fye, my lord, fye ! a soldier, and afear*d? 
What need we fear who knows it, when none can 
call our power to account ? — ^Yet who would have 
thought the old man to have had so much blood in 
him? 

Doct. Do you mark that ? 

Ladi/ M, The thane of Fife had a wife 5 Where is 

she now ? ^What, will these hands ne*er be clean ? 

— ^No more o'that, my lord, no more o'that : you m^r 
all with this starting. 

Doct, Go to, go to 5 you have known what you 
(hould not. 

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I am 
sure of that : Heaven knows what sh^ has known. 

Ladi/ M. Here's the smell of the blood still : all the 
perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. 
Oh! oh! oh! 

Doct. What a sigh is there ! The heart is sorely 
charged. 

Ge/if. I would not have such a heart in my bosom, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doct, Well, well, well, — 

Gent. Tray God, it be, sir. 

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice : Yet I 
have known those which have walked in tlicir sleep, 
who have died holily in their beds. 

6 Dark. 
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Lady M, Wash your hands, put on your night- 
gown^ look not so pale: — ^I tell you yet agsuOi 
Banquo*s buried 3 he cannot come out of his grave. 
Doct, Even so ? 

Lady M. To bed, to bedj there's knocking at the 

gate. Come, conle, come, come, give me your hand; 

Whafs done, cannot be undone : To bed, to bed, to 

bed. [Exit Lady Macbeth. 

Dact. Will she go now to bed ? 

Gent. Directly. 

Doct. Foul whisperings are abroad: Unnatural 
deeds 
Do bre^d unnatural troubles : Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets. 
More needs she the divine, than the physician.— 
God, God, forgive us all ! Look after her ; 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance. 
And still keep eyes upon her : — So, good night : . 
My mind she has mated,'^ and amaz*d my sight: 
I think, but dare not speak. 

Gent, Good night, good doctor. 

[Exemt, 

SCENE II. 

The Country near Dansinane. 

Enter ^ -with Drum and Colours, Mextetii, Cath* 
NESS, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers, 

Ment, The English power is near, led on by Mal- 
colm, 

7 Confounded. 
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His uncle Siward, and the good MacdufF. 
Revenges burn in them : for their dear causes 
Would, to the bleeding, and the grim alarm. 
Excite the mortified man.^ 

Ang. Near Birnam wood 

Shall we well meet them; that way are they coming. 

Cath. Who knows, if Donalbain be with his 
brother ? 

Len, For certain, sir, he is not : I have a file 
Of all the gentry j there is Siward*s son. 
And many un rough "^ youths, that even now 
Protest their first of manhood. 

Ment, What does the tyrant ? 

Cath. Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies : 
Some say, he's mad ; others, that lesser hate him, • 
Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain. 
He cannot buckle his distemper'd cause 
Within the belt of rule. 

Ang. Now does he feel 

His secret murders sticking on his hands ; 
Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach ; 
Those he commands, move only in command. 
Nothing in love : now does he feel his title 
Hang loose about him, like a giant's robe 
Upon a dwai^h thief. 

Ment. Who then shall blame 

His pester'd senses to recoil, and start. 
When all that is within him does condemn 
Itself, for being there ? 

Cath. Well, naarch we on. 

To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd : 

^ A religious; an ascetic. 9 Uobeard^l. 
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Meet we the medecin' of the sickly weal ; 
And with him pour we^ in our country's puige. 
Each drop of us. 

Len. Or so much as it needs^ 

To dew the sovereign flower^ and drown the weeds. 
Make we our march towards Birnam. 

l^Ejceunt, marchings 

SCENE III. 

Dunsinane. A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Macbeth^ Doctor^ and Attendants. 

Macb. Bring me no more reports j let them fly aHj 
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane^ 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm! 
Was he not bom of woman ? The spirits that know 
All mortal consequents, pronounc'd me thus : 
Fear not, Macbeth ; no man, that*s born of womoHf 

Shall e\r have po^er on thee. ^Then fly, false 

thanes. 
And mingle with the English epicures : 
The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear. 
Shall never sagg* with doubt, nor shake with fear. 

Enter a Servant. 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd loon !' 
Where got'st thou that goose look ? 

Serv, There is ten thousand 

Macb. Greese, villain ? 

Serv. Soldiers, sir. 

Macb. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 

I The physician *• Sink. ' Base fellow. 
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Thou lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch ?* * 
Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are court sellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face? 

Serv. The English force, so please you. 

Macl), Tak6 thy face hence. — Seyton! — ^I am sick 
at heart. 
When I behold — Seyton, I say ! — ^This push 
Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now. 
I have liv'd long enough : my way of life 
Is fall'n into the sear,' the yellow leaf: 
And that which should accompany old age. 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends^ 
I must not look to have 3 but, in their stead. 
Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath. 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, but darQ not. 
Seyton ! 

Enter Seyton, 

Sey. What is your gracious pleasure ? 

Macb. What news more ? 

Sey, All is confirmed, my lord, which was reported. 

Macb, I'll fight, till from my bones my flesh be 
hacked. 
Give me my armour. 

Scy, 'Tis not needed yet. 

Macb. I'll put it on. 
Send out more horses, skirr^ the country round; 
Hang those that talk of fear. — Give me mine ar- 
mour.— 
How does your patient, doctor ? 

DocL ,Not 80 sick, my lord, 

4 An appellation of contempt* s Dry. < Scour. 
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As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies^ 
That keep her from her rest. 

Mach. Cure her of that: 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased 5 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow 5 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, ' 
Cleanse the stufF*d bosom of that perilous staff. 
Which weighs upon the heart ? ^ 

Doct. Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 

Much, llirow physick to the dogs, I'll none of it.— 
Come, put mine armour on 5 give me my staff: — 
Seyton, send out. — ^Doctor, the thanes fly from me:— 
Come, sir, despatch : — ^If thou could'st, doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find her disease. 
And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 
I would applaud thee to the very echo. 
That should applaud again. — ^Pull't off, I say.— 
What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug. 
Would scour these English hence ! — Hearest thou of 
them ? 

Doct, Ay, my good lord) your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 

Macb, Bring it after me.— 

I will not be afraid of death and bane. 
Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. [Exit, 

Doct, Were I from Dunsinane away and clear. 
Profit again should hardly draw me here. [Exit, 
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SCENE IV. 

Country near Dunsinane: A Wood in view. 

Enter, with Drum and Colours j Malcolm,* old 
SiwARD and his Son, Macduff, Menteth, 
Cathness, Angus, Lexox, Rosse, and 
Soldiers, marching. 

Mai, Cousins, I hope, the days are near at hand 
Fhat chambers will be safe. 
Mentjt . Wd doubt it nothing. 

Siw. What wood is this before us ? 
Ment, The wood of Bimam. 

Mai. Let every soldier hew him down a bough. 
And bear*t before him ; thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 
Sold. It shall be done. 

Siw. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before't. 

Mai. "Us his main hope: 

For where there is advantage to be given. 
Both more and less "^ have given him the revolt 5 
And none serve with him but constrained things. 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Macd. Let our just censureri 

Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Siw. The time approaches. 

That will with due decision make us know 

7 /. «. .Greater and less. 
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What we shalj say we have^ and what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ; 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate :^ 
Towards which, advance the war. 

[Exeunt, marching, 

SCENE V. 

Dunsinane. Within the Castle. 

Enter, with Drums and Colours^ Macbeth, Set- 

TOK> and Soldiers, 

Macb. Hang out our banners on the outward walls ; 
The cry is still. They come: Our castle's strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie. 
Till famine, and the ague, eat them up : 
Were they not forc'd with those that should be ours. 
We might have met them dareful, beard to' beard. 
And beat them backward home. What is that 
noise ? [A cry uithtn, of Women, 

Sey. It 18 the cry of women, my good lord. 

Macb, I have almost forgot the t&ste of fears : 
The time has been, my senses would have cool'd 
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell ^ of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir 
As life were in*t: I have supp'd full with horrors; 
Direness, familiar to my slaught'rous thoughts. 
Cannot once start me. — ^Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sey, The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Macb, She should have died hereafter ^ 
There would have been a time for such a word.— - 
To-morrowy and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 

s t>etenn]iw. 9 Skin. 
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Creeps in this petty pace from day to day. 

To the last syUable of recorded time ; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 

Life's but a walking shadow -, a poor player. 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 

And then is heard no more :' it is a tale 

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 

Signifying nothing. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thou com*st to use thy tongue j thy story quickly. 

Mess, Gracious my lord, 
I shall report that which I say I saw. 
But know not how to do it. 

Macb. Well, say, sir. 

Mess. As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 
I look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought. 
The wood began to move. 

Macb. Liar, and slave ! 

[Striking him. 

Mess, Let me endure your wrath, if t be not so : 
Within this three mile may you see it coming j 
I say, a moving grove. 

Macb: If thou speak'st false. 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive. 
Till famine cling' thee: if thy speech be sooth, 
I care not if thou dost for me as much. — 
I pull in resolution } and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend. 
That lies like truth : Fear not, till Birnam wood 

* Shrivel. 
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Do come to Dunsinane; — and now a wood 
.Comes toward Dunsinane. — ^Arm, ann, and out !— 
If this^ which he avouches^ does appear^ 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 
I 'gin to be a-weary of the sun. 
And wish the estate o'the world were now undone- 
Ring the alarum bell : — ^Blow, wind! come, wrack! 
At least we*ll die with harness * on our back. 

lExeunt* 

SCENE VI. 

The same. A plain before the Castle. 

Enter, with Drums and Colours, Malcolm, old 
SiwARD, Macduff, SfC. and their Army, with 
Bough f. 

MaL Now near enough } your leavy screens throw 
down. 
And show like those you are : — You, worthy uncle. 
Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son, 
Lead our first battle: worthy MacdufiT, and we. 
Shall take upon us what else remains to do. 
According to our order. 

Siwi Fare you well.— 

Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night^ 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 
Macd. Make all our trumpets speak ; give them all 
breath, . 
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 

{^Exeunt, Alarums continued, 

* Armour. 
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SCENE VII. 
The same. Another Part of the Plain^ 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb, They have tied me to a stake ; I cannot fljr^ 
But, bear-like, I must fight the course. — What's he. 
That was not born of woman ? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 

Enter young Siward. 

Yo. Siw. What is thy name ? 
Macb, Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. 

Yo. Siw. No 5 though thou call*st thyself a hotter 
name 
T^lian any is in hell. 

Macb, My name's Macbeth. 

Yo. Siw, The devil himself could not pronounce a 
title 
JVlore hateful to mine ear. 

Macb. No, nor more fearful. 

Yo. Siw. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant -, with mjr 
sword 
1*11 prove the lie thou speak*st. 

\They Jight,. and young Siward is slain, 
Macb. Thou wast born of woman.— 

fiut swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 
^randish*d by man that's of a woman born. [Exit. 

VOL. IV. y 
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Alarums. Enter Macduff. 

Macd. That way the noise is : — ^lyrant, show thy 
face: 
If thou be'st slain^ and with no stroke of mine. 
My wife and children's ghost will haunt me still. 
I cannot strike at wretched kernes,^ whose arms 
Are hir'd to bear their staves 5 either thou, Macbeth, 
Or else my sword, with an unbatter*d edge, 
I sheathe again undeeded. There thou should'ithe; 
By this great clatter, one of greatest note 
Seems bruited :' Let me find him> fortune ! 
And more I beg not. {Exit. Alarm, 

Enter Malcolm and old Siward* 

Siw, This way, my lord i — ^the castle's gently ren- 
der*d : 
The tyrant's people on both sides do fight; 
The noble thanes do bravely in the war; 
The day almost itself professes yours^ 
And little is to do. 

Mai. We have met with foes 

That strike beside us. 

Siw. Enter, sir, the castle. 

[Exeunt. Alarm. 

Re-enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Why should I play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own sword } whiles I see lives, the gashes 
Do better upon them. 

^ Soldiers. S Reported with cl^unour. 
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Re-enter Macduff. 

Macd, Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Macb, Of all men else I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back, my soul is too much charged 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd, I have no words. 

My voice is in my sword 5 thou bloodier villain 
• Than terms can give thee out ! [,'J^'hey fight. 

Macb, Thou losest labour : 

As easy may*st thou the intrenchant air ^ 
With thy keen sword impress, as make me bleed: 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests j 
I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Macd, Despair thy charm j 

And let the angel, whom thou still hast serv'd. 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd. 

Mach, Accursed be that tongue that tells me so. 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man ! 
And be these juggling fiends no more beliovMj 
That palter 5 with us in a double senses 
That keep the word of promise to our ear. 
And break it to our hope. — I'll not fight with thee. 

Macd, Then yield thee, coward. 
And live to be the show and gaze o'the time. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are. 
Painted upon a pole 5 and underwrit. 
Here may you see the tyrant, 

♦ The air which cannot be cut. s Shuffle. 

V 2 
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Macb. I'll not yield. 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm's feet. 
And to be baited with the rabble's curse. 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane, 
And thou oppos'dy being of no woman bom^ 
Yet I will try the last: Before my body 
I throw my warlike shield : lay on, Macduff; 
And dama'd be him that first cries. Hold, enough. 

[Exeunt, fighting, 

■ 

lift r eat. Flourish. Re-enter, with Drum and CokurSf 
Malcolm, old Si ward, Rosse, Lenox, An- 
gus, Catiiness, Menteth, and Soldiers. 

Mai. I would, the friends we miss were safe arriv'd. 

Siw. Some must go off : and yet, by these I seej, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 

MaL Macduff is missing, and your noble son. 

Rosse. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier*s debt; 
He only liv'd but till he was a man ; 
The which no sooner had his prowess confirra'd 
In the unshrinking station where he fought^ 
But like a man he died. 

Siw. Then he is dead? 

Rosse. Ay, and brought off the field : your ca\ue 
of sorrow 
Must not be measured by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Siw. Had he his hurts before ? 

Rosse. Ay, on the front. 

Siw. Why then, God's soldier be he ! 

Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 
I would not wish them to a fairer death : 
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And so his knell is knoll*d. 

MaU He's worth more sorrow. 

And that I'll spend for him. 

Siw* He's worth no more; 

rhey say, he parted well, and paid his score : 
So, Grod be with him ! — Here comes newer comfort. 

St-enter Macduff, with Macbeth's Head on a 

Pole. 

Macd. Hail, king ! for so thou art : Behold, whei« 
' stands 
The usurper's cursed head : the time is free : 
[see thee compass'd with thy kingdom's pearl,* 
[hat speak my salutation in their mipds ) 
^hose voices I desire aloud with mine,-— 
i^, king of Scotland ! 

M. King of Scotland, hail ? 

[^Flourish, 

Mai. We shall not spend a large expence of time, 
lefore we reckon with your several loves, 
ind make us even with you. My thanes and kins- 
men, 
lenceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
1 such an honour nam'd. What's more to do, 
Vhich would be planted newly with the time,— 
lS calling home our exil'd friendsL abroad, 
'hat fled the snares of watchful tyranny j 
roducing forth the cruel ministers 
)f this dead butcher, and his fiend^like queen; 
Vho, as 'tis thought, by self and violent hands 
?ook off her life;— This, and what needful else 

* Thy kingdom'! wealth or ornament. 
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That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 
We will perform in pleasure, time, and place : 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one. 
Whom we invite to see us crown'd at Scone* 

[^Flaurisk, Exeu 

This play is deservedly celebrated for the propriety of 
fictions, and solemnity, grandeur, and variety of its acti< 
but it has no nice discrimihations of character ; the evi 
are too great to admit the influence of particular dispositii 
and the course of the action necessarily determines the coo( 
of the agents. 

The danger of ambition is well described ; and I know 
whether it may not be said, in defence of some parts wl 
now seem improbable, that in Shakspeare's time, it was 
cessary to warn credulity against vain and illusive predict! 

The passions are directed to their true end. Lady Mad 
. is merely detested ; and though the courage of Macbeth 
serves some esteem, yet every reader rejoices at his fall. 

John 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I. Northampton. A Room of State in 

the Palace. 

filter King Jony, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Es- 
sex, Salisbury, and Others, with Chatillon. 

King John. 

iNow, say, Chatillon, what would France with us? 

Chat. ThLUs, after greeting, speaks the king of 
France, 
In my behaviour,' to the majesty. 
The borrow*d majesty of England here. 

Eli. A strange beginning 5 — borrowed majesty ! 

K. John. Silence, good mother j hear the embassy. 

Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thv deceased brother Geffrey's son, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island, and the territories -, 
To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine : 
Pesiring thee to lay aside the sword. 
Which sways usurpingly these several titles j 
And put the same into young Arthur's hand. 
Thy nephew, and right royal sovereign. 

K. John. What follows, if we disallow of this ? 

Chat, The proud control of fierce and bloody war> 

I In the manner I now do. 
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To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 
K, John, Here have we war for war, and blood 
for blood, 
Controlment for controlment : so answer France. 

Chat, Then take my king's defiance from my mouth. 
The furthest limit of my embassy. 

K. John, Bear mine to him, and so depart in peace: 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France j 
For ere thou canst report I will be there. 
The thunder of my cannon shall be heard : 
So, hence ! Be-thou the trumpet of our wrath. 
And sullen presage of your own decay. — 
An honourable conduct let him have : — 
Pembroke, look to*t : Farewell, Chatillon, 

[Exeynt Chatillon and Pembrokk. 
Eli, What now, my son ? have I not ever said, 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease^ 
Till she had kindled France, and all the world, 
• Upon the right and party of her son ? 
This might have been prevented, and made wholes 
With very easy arguments of love 5 
Which now the manage* of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K, John, Our strong possession, and our right, for 

us. 
Eli, Your strong possession, much more than your 
'right; 
Or else it must go wrong with you, and me : 
So much my conscience whispers in your ear j 
, Which none but heaven, and you, and I> shall hear< 

* Conduct, administfatioA. 
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Enter the Sheriff of Northamptonshire, xoko whispers 

Essex, 

Essex, My liege, here is the strangest controversy. 
Come from the country to be judg*d by yoa. 
That e*er I heard : Shall I produce the men ? 

K. John. Let them approach. — - [^Exit Sheriff. 
Our abbies, and our priories, shall pay 

Re-enter SberifF, xvith Rob eat Fau look bridge, 
and Philip, his bastard Brother. 

This expedition's charge. — What men are you ? 

Bast, Your faithful subject I, a gentleman, 
5orn in Northamptonshire 5 and eldest son. 
As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge j 
A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field. 

K, John, What art thou ? * 

Rob, The son and heir to that same Faulconbridge, 

K. John, Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ? 
You came not of one mother then, it seems. 

Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty king. 
That is well known j and, as I think, one father ; 
But, for the certain knowledge of that truth, 
J put you o*er to heaven, and to my mother j 
Of that I doubt, as all men's children may. 

Eli, Out on thee, rude man ! thou dost shame thy 
mother. 
And wound her honour with thi$ diffidence. 

Bast, I madam ? no, I have no reason for it ; 
That is my brother's plea> and none of mine ; 
The which if he can prove, 'a pops me' out 
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At least from fair five hundred pound a year : 
Heaven guard my mother's honour, and my land ! 

K. John. A good blunt fellow ; — Why, being 
younger born. 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

Bast, I know not why, except to get the land. 
But once fie slander'd me with bastardy : 
But whe'r' I be as true-begot, or no. 
That still I lay upon my mother's head 5 
But, that I am as well begot, my liege, 
(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me !) 
Compare our faces, and be judge yourself. 
If old sir Robert did beget us both. 
And were our father, and this son like* him ', — 

old sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give heaven thanks, I was not like to thee. 

K. John, Why, what a madcap hath heaven lent 
us here ! 

Eli. He hath a trick* of Coeur-de-lion^s face, 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him ; 
Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man ? 

K, John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 

And finds them perfect Richard. Sirrah, speak, 

What doth move you to claim your brother's land ? 

Bast. Because he bath a half-face, like niy father ; 
With that half-face would he have all my land : 
A half-faced groat five hundred pound a year ! 

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father liv'd. 
Your brother did employ my father much ; — 

Bast» Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land; 

' Whethcf. 4 Trace, outlint. 
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Your tale must be, how he employed my mother. 
Rob. And once despatch'd him in an embassy 
To Germany, there, with the emperor. 
To treat of high affairs touching that time : 
The advantage of his absence took the king. 
And in the mean time sojourn 'd at my fatlier's 5 
Where how he did prevail, I shame to speak : 
But truth is truth 5 large lengths of seas and shores 
Betweisn my father and my mother lay, 
(As I have heard my father speak himself,) 
"When this same lusty gentleman was got. 
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd 
His lands to me 5 and took it, on his death. 
That this, my mother's son, was none of his ; 
And, if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine. 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him : 
And, if she did play false, the fault was hers ; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother 
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son. 
Had of your father claim'd this son for his ? 
In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world 5 
In sooth, he might : then, if he were my brother's,, 
My brother might not claim him 3 nor your father, 
Being none of his, refuse him : This concludes,— . 
My mother's son did get your father's lieir 5 
Your father's heir must have your father's land. 
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Rob, Shall then my father's will be of no force. 
To dispossess that child which is not his ? 

Bast, Of no more force to dispossess me, sir. 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli, Whether hadst thou rather, — ^be a Faulcoft* 
bridge. 
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy landj 
Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion, 
Lord of thy pi*esence,^ and no land beside ? 

Bai;t. Madam, an if my brother had my sh^. 
And I had his, sir Robert his, like him 5 
And if my legs were two such riding-rods. 
My arms such eel-skins stuffed -, my face so thin. 
That in mihe ear I durst not stick a rose. 
Lest men should say. Look, where three-farthingt 

goes ! 
And, to his shape, were heir to all this land, 
'Would I might never stir from off this place, 
J*d give it every foot to have this face 3 
I would not be sir Nob ^ in any case. 

Eli. I like thee well 5 Wilt thou forsake thy for- 
tune. 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? 
I am a soldier, and now bound to France. 

Bast, Brother, take you my land, I'll take my 
chance : 
Your face hath got five hundred pounds a year 5 
Yet sell your face for five pence, and 'tis dear.— 
Madam, 111 follow you unto the death. 

Eli, Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 

Bast, Our country manners give our betters way. 

5 Dignity of appearance. • Robert. 
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K. John, What is thy name ? 
£ast. Philip, my liege j so is my name begun j 
Philip^ good old sir Robert's wife's eldest son. 

K. Jolm, From henceforth bear his name whoso 
form thou bear'st : 
Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great : 
Arise sir Richard, and Plantagenet. 

B€Lst: Brother, by the mother's side, give me your 
' hand } 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land :— » 
Now blessed be the hour, by night or day. 
When I was got, sir Robert was away. 

Eli, The very spirit of Plantagenet !— 
I am thy grandame, Richard -, call me so. 

Bast, Madam, by chance, but not by truth : What 
though? • 
Something about, a little from the right. 

In at the window, or else o'er the hatch : 
'Who dares not stir by day, must walk by night i 

And have is have, however men do catch : 
Near or far off, well won is still well shot ^ 
And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 

K, John, Go, Faulconbridge j now hast thou thy 
desire, 
A landless knight makes thee a landed 'squire.— 
Come, madam, and come, Richard 5 we must speed 
For France, for France j for it is more than need. 

Bast. Brother, adieu 5 Good fortune come to thee! 
For thou wast got i'the way of honesty. 

[Exeunt all hut the Bastard, 
A foot of honour better than I was i 
But many a foot of land the worse. 
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Well, now can I make any Joan a lady :— *— 
Good den,"^ sir Richard, — God-a-mercy, fellow;^-' 
And if his naipe be George, I'll call him Peter : 
For new-made honour doth forget men's names j 
*Tis too respective,^ and too sociable. 
For your conversion.^ Now your traveller,— 
He and his tooth-pick at my worship's mess; 
And when my knightly stomach ift suffic'd. 
Why then I suck my teeth, and catechise 

My picked man of countiies : ' My dear sir, 

(Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin,) 

/ shall beseech ^om— -That is question now^ 

And then comes answer like an ABC-book : * — 

O sir, says answer, at your best command; 

At your employment ; at your service, sir :— — 

No^ sir, says question, /, sweet sir, at yours : 

And so, ere answer knows what question would, 

(Saving in dialogue of compliment j 

And talking of the Alps, and Appenines^ 

The Pyrenean, and the river Po,) 

It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 

But this is worshipful society. 

And fits the mounting spirit, like myself: 

For he is but a bastard to the time. 

That doth not smiack of observation ; 

(And so am I, whether I smack, or no 3) 

And not alone in habit and device. 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement) 

But from the inward motion to deliver 

Sweet, sw^t^ sweet poison for the age's tooth : 

7 Good evening. ^Respectable. Change of condition. 
' My travelled fop. ^ Cateckism. 



ene I. KING JOHN. 305 

Tiich, though I will not practise to deceive, 
tt, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 
•r it -shall strew the footsteps of my rising.— 
it who comes in such haste, in riding robes ? 
hat woman-post is this ? hath she no husband, 
lat will take pains to blow a horn before her? 

Enter Lady Faulcon bridge and James 

GCJRNEY. 

ft 

me ! it is my mother : — How now, good lady ? 

hat brings you here to court so hastily. 

Ladi/ F, Where is that slave, thy brother? where 

is he? 
at holds in chase mine honour up and down ? 
Bast. My brother Robert ? old sir Robert's son? 
Ibrand the giant, that same mighty man ? 
it sir Robert's son, that you seek so ? 
Xjody F, Sir Robert's son ! Ay, thou unreverend 
boy, 

Robert's son : Why scorn'st thou at sir Robert? 
\ is sir Robert's son ; and so art thou. 
Bast. James Gumey, wilt thou give us leave a 

while ? 
^f. Good leave, good Philip. 
Bast. Philip ?— sparrow ! — ^James, 

ere's toys abroad 5 ^ anon I'll tell thee more, 

[Exit GURNEY. 
idam, I was not old sir Robert's son ; 

Robert might have eat his part in me 
K)n Grood-friday, and ne'er broke his fast : 

Robert could do well ; Marry, (to confess !) 

3 Idle reports. i 

OL. IV. X, 
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Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it ; 
We know his handy-work :— Therefore, good mother, 
To whom am I beholden for these limbs ? 
Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 

Lad^ F, Hast thou conspired with thy brother too, 
That for thine own gain should'st defend mine ho- 
nour ? 
What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave? , 

Bast. Knight, knight, good mother, — ^Basilisco- 
like:4 

What ! I am dubb*d $ I have it on my shoulder. 
But, mother, I am not sir Robert's son ; 
I have disclaimed sir Robert, and my land ; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone : 
Then, good my mother, let me know my father ; 
Some proper man, I hope; Who was it, mother? 
Lady F, Hast thou denied thyself a Faulcon* 

bridge ? 
Bast. As faithfully as I deny the devil. 
Lady F, King Richard Coeur-de^lion was thy 
father ; 
By long and vehement suit I was seduc'd 
To make room for him in my husband's bed :— — 
Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge ! 
Thou art the issue of my dear offence. 
Which was so strongly urg'd, past my defence. 

Bast. Now, by this light, were I to get again, 
Madam, I would not wish a better father. 
Some sins do bear their privilege on earth. 
And so doth yours; your fault was not your folly: 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose,— 

4 A character in an old Drama called, 'S»//m«» and PenedA. 
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Subjected tribute to commanding love,— 
Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The awless lion could not wage the fight^ 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand. 
He^ that perforce robs lions of their hearts. 
May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother. 
With all my heart I thank thee for my father ! 
Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well 
When I was got, I'll send his soul to hell. 
i[]!ome, lady, I will show thee to my kin ; 

And they shall say, when Richard me begot, 
[f thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who says it was, he lies ; I say, 'twas not. 

[^Exeunt. 

ACT XL 

SCENE I . France. Before the Walls of Angiera. 

Enter, on one side, the Archduke of Austria, and 
Forces; on the other, Philip, King q^ France, 
and Forces; Lewis, Constance, Arthur, and 
Attendants, 

Lew. Before Anglers wdl met, brave Austria.— 
Arthur, that great fore-runner of thy blood, 
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart. 
And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 
By this brave duke came early to his grave : 
And, for amends to his posterity. 
At our importance,^ hither is he come. 
To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf 5 

s Importunity. 
X2 
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And to rebuke the usurpation 

Of thy uanatural uncle> English John : 

Embrace him^ love him^ give him welcome hither. 

Arth. Gkxi shall forgive you Cceur-de-lion's death, 
The rather, that you give his offspring life. 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war : 
I gfve you welcome with a powerless hand. 
But with a heart full of unstained love : 
Welcome before the gates of Anglers, duke. 

Lew. A noble boy! Who would not do thee right? 

Aust, Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss. 
As seal to this indenture of my love 5 
That to my home I will no more return^ 
Till Anglers, and the right thou hast in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac*d shore. 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides. 
And coops from other lands her islanders. 
Even till that England, hedged in with the main. 
That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes. 
Even till that utmost corner of the west 
Salute thee for her king: till then, fair boy. 
Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Const, O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's 
thanks. 
Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength, 
To make a more requital to your love. 

Aust, The peace of heaven is theirs, that lift their 
swords 
In such a just and charitable war. 

K, PAL Well then, to work; our cannon shall be 
bent 
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Against the brows of this resisting town.— — 
Call for our chiefest men of discipline^ 
To cull the plots of best advantages:^-— 
We'll lay before this town our royal bones^ 
Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen's bloody 
But we will make it subject to this boy. 

Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy^ 
Lest unadvised you stain your swords with blood i 
My lord Chatillon may from England bring 
Th^t right in peace^ which here we urge in wari 
And then we shall repent each drop of bloody 
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed. 

Enter Chatillon. 

K. Phi. A wonder, lady ! — ^lo, u|)on thy wish^ 
Our messenger Chatillon is ahriv'd, — 
What England says, say briefly, gentle lord. 
We coldly pause for thee 5 Chatillon, speak. 

Chat^ Then turn your forces from this paltry siege. 
And stir them up against a mightier task. 
England, impatient of your just demands. 
Hath put himself in arms ; the adverse winds> 
Whose leisure I have staid, have givep him time 
'To land his legions all as soon as I : 
His marches are expedient "> to this town. 
His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother-queen. 
An Ate,^ stirring him to blood and strife } 
With he^ her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain j ' 

With them a bastard of- the king deceased : 

^ Bost stations to over- awe the town. 
7 Immediate, expeditious. ^ The Goddess of Revenge. 
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And all the unsettled humours of the land^ — 
Rash^ iDConsiderate> fiery voluntaries. 
With ladies* faces, and fierce dragons* spleens,— « 
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes. 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs. 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits. 
Than now the English bottoms have waft o*er. 
Did never float upon the swelling tide. 
To do offence and scath^ in Christendom. 
The interruption of their churlish drums 

[Drums beat. 
Cuts oflF more circumstance: they are at hand. 
To parley, or to fight 5 therefore, prepare, 

K. Fhi. How much unlook'd for is this expedition! 

Amt. By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavour for defence 5 
For courage mounteth with occasion : 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar*d. 

Enter King Jo ati, £1linor, Blanch, the Bastard, 

Pembroke, and Forces. 

K, John, Peace be to f ranee 3 if France in peace 
permit 
Our just and lineal entrance to our own ! 
If not ) bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven ! 
Whiles we, God's wrathful agent> do correct 
Their proud contempt that beat his peace to heaven. 

K, Phi. Peace be to England j if that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace ! 
England we love 5 and, for that England's sake, 

9 Mischief. 
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With burden of our armour here we sweat : 
Thii toil of ours should be a work of thine 5 
But thou from loving England art so far. 
That thou hast under-wrought' his lawful king. 
Cutoff the sequence* of posterity, 
Out^ced infant state, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face } — 
These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his: 
This little abstract doth contain that l^rge. 
Which died in Geffreys and the hand of time 
Shall draw this briefs into as huge a volume. 
That Greffrey was thy elder brother bom. 
And this his sonj England was Geffrey's right. 
And this is Geffrey's : In the name of Grod, 
How comes it then, that thou art call'd a king. 
When living blood doth in these temples beat. 
Which owe the crown that thou o'ermasterest ? 
. K. John. From whom hast thou this great com* 
mission, France, 
To draw my answer from thy articles ? 
K. Phi. From that supernal^ judge, that stirs good 
thoughts 
In any breast of strong authority. 
To look into the blots and stains, of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy : 
Under whose warrant, I impeach thy wrong; 
And, by whose help, I mean to chastise it. 
K. John. Alack, thoU'<lost usurp authority* 
K, Phi. Excuse } it is to beat usurping down. 

> Undermined. ^ Succession. 3 a short writing. 

^ Celestial. 
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Eli, Who is it, thou dost call usurper, France? 

Const. Let me make answer 5 — thy usurping son. 

Eli, Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall be king ; 
That thou may'st be a queen, and check the world! 

Const. My bed was ever to thy son as true. 
As thine was to thy husband : and this boy 
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey, 
Than thou and John in manners; being as like. 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 
My boy a bastard! By my soul, I think. 
His father never was so true begot -, 
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

Eli. There's a good mother, boy, that blots thy 
father. 

Const, There's a good grandam, boy, that would 
blot thee. 

Au^t, Peace! 

Bast. Hear the crier. 

Aust. What the devil art thao^} 

Bast. One that will play the devil, sir, with you, 
An 'a may catch your hide and you alone. 
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes. 
Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard; 
1*11 smoke your skin-coat,^ an I catch you right; 
Sirrah, look to't j i'faith, I will, i'faith. 

Blanch, O, well did he become that lion's robe. 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe ! 

Bast, It lies as sightly on the back of him. 
As great Alcides' shoes upon an ass :— 
But, ass, I'll take that burden from your back ; 
Or lay on that, shall make your shoulders crack. 

i Austria wears a lion's skin. 
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Aust. What cracker is this same^ that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of superfluous breath ? 

JT. Phi, Lewis^ determine what we shall do straight. 

Lew, Women and fools, break off your conifer* 
ence. — 
King John, this is the very sum of all, — 
England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee : 
Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy arms ? 

K, John, My life as soon : — I do defy thee, France. 
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand 3 
And, out of my dear love^ I'll give thee more 
Than e'er the coward hand of France can win : 
Submit thee, boy. 

Eli. Come to thy grandam, child. 

Const, Do, child, go to it' grandam, child ; 
Give grandam kingdom, and it' grandam will 
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig : 
There's a good grandam. 

Arth, Good my mother, peace ! 

I would, that I were low laid in my grave } 
I am not worth this coil^ that's made for me. 

Eli, His mother shames him so, poor boy, he weeps. 

Const, Now shame upon you, whe'r"' she does, or 
uo ! 
His grandam's wrongs, and not his mother's shames. 
Draw those heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes. 
Which heaven^ shall take in nature of a fee ; 
Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be brib*d 
To do him justice, and revenge on you. 

Eli. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and earth ! 

« Bustle. 7 Whether. 
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Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and earth ! 
Call not me slanderer ^ thou^ and thine^ usurp 
The dominations^ royalties, and rights. 
Of this oppressed boy: This is thy eldest son's son, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee ; 
Thy sins are visited in this poor child | 
The canon of the law is laid on him^ 
Being but the second generation 
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

K. John. Bedlam, have done. 

Const. I have but this to say,— 

That he's not only plagued for her sin. 
But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plagu'd for her. 
And with her plague, her sin; his injury 
Her injury, — ^the beadle to her sin ; 
All punish*d in the person of this child, 
And all for her 3 A plague upon her ! 

Eli. Thou unadvised scold, I can jN'oduce 
A will, that bars the title of thy son. 

Const. Ay, who doubts that ? a will ! a wicked will) 
A woman's will; a canker'd grandam's will! 

K. Phi. Peace, lady 5 pause, or be more temperate: 
It ill beseems this presence, to cry aim* 
To these ill-tuned repetitions. — 
Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Angiers j let us hear them speak. 
Whose title they admit, Arthur's or John's. • 

Trumpets sound. Enter Citizens upon the walls. 
1 Cit. Who is it> that bath warn'd us to the walls? 

* To encourage. 



Scene L KING JOHN. 315 

K. Phi. Tis France, for England. 

K^ John, England, for itself: 

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects, — 

K. Phi, 'You loving meq of Angiers, Arthur's 
subjects. 
Our trumpet calPd you to this gentle parle.9 

K. John. For our advantage )— -Therefore, hear ui 
first. ' 
These flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and prospect of your town. 
Have hither'march*d to your endamagement : 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath } 
And ready mounted are they, to- spit forth 
Their iron indignation 'gainst your walls : 
All preparation for a bloody siege. 
And merciless proceeding by these French, 
Confront your city*s eyes, your winking gates $ 
And, but for our approach, those sleeping stones^ 
That as a waist do girdle you about. 
By the compulsion of their ordnance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been dishabited, and wide havock made 
For bloody power to rush upon your peace* 
But, on the sight of us, your Jawful king,— * 
Who painfully, with much expedient march. 
Have brought a countercheck before your gates. 
To save unscratch'd your city's threatened cheeks,— 
Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchsafe a parle : 
And now, instead of bullets wrapp'd in fire. 
To make a shaking fever in your walls. 
They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke^ 

9 Conference. 



316 KING JOHN. Act IL 

To make a faithless error in your ears : 
Whieh trust accordingly^ kind citizens^ 
And let us in^ your king 3 whose laboured spirits, 
Forwearied ' in this action of swift speed. 
Crave harbourage within your city walls. 

K. Phi, When I have said, make answer to us bo^b. 
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow*d upon the right 
Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet; 
Son to the elder brother of this man. 
And king o*er him, and all that he enjoys : 
For this down- trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march these greens before your town^ 
Being no further enemy to you. 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal. 
In the relief of this oppressed child. 
Religiously provokes. Be pleased then 
To pay that duty, which you truly owe. 
To him that owes* it-, namely, this young prince: 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear. 
Save in aspect, have all offence seal'd up ; 
Our cannons* malice vainly shall be spent 
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven ; 
And, with a blessed and unvex'd retire. 
With unhack*d swords, and helmets all unbruis'd, 
We will bear home that lusty blood again. 
Which here we came to spout against your town, 
And leave your children, wives, and you, in. peace. 
But if you fondly pass our proffered offer, 
'Tis not the roundure^ of your old-fac'd walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war ; 

« Worn out. * Owns. J Circle. 



Scene T. 



KING JOHN. 



317 



Though all these English, and their discipline. 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference. 
Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord. 
In that behalf which we have challenged it ? 
Or shall we give the signal to our rage. 
And stalk in blood to our possession ? 

1 Cit, In brief, we are the king of England's sub« 
jectS5 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 
K. John. Acknowledge then the king, and let me 

m. 
1 Cit. That can we not: but he that proves the 
king. 
To him will we prove loyal ; till that time. 
Have we ramm*d up our gates against the world. 
K. John. Doth not the crown of^England prove the 
king ? 
And, if not that, I bring you witnesses,** 
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's breed,— 
Bast. Bastards, and else. 
K. J\)hn. To verify our title with their lives, 
K, Phi. As many, and as well-born bloods as 

those. 
Bast. Some bastards too. 

K. Phi. Stand in his face, to contradict his claim. 
1 Cit, Till you compound whose right is wor- 
thiest. 
We, for the worthiest, hold the right from both. 
K. John. Then Grod forgive the sin of all those 
souls. 
That to their everlasting residejice. 
Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet. 



/ 
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In dreadful trial of our kingdom's king ! 
K. Phi, Amen, Amen!— Mount, chevaliers! to 

arms! 
Bast. St. George> — that swing*d the dragoa« and 
e*er since. 
Sits on his horseback at mine hostess' door. 
Teach us some fence ! — Sirrah> were I at home. 
At your den, sirrah, [To Austria] with your 

lioness, 
I*d set an ox-head to your lion^s hide> 
And make a monster of you. 

Ausi. Peace; no more. 

Bast. O, tremble; for you hear the lion roar. 
K. John. Up higher to the pkun; wheie we'8 set 
forth. 
In best appointment, all our regiments. 
Bast. Speed then, to take advantage of the field. 
K. Phi. It shall be so; — ITo Lewis] and at tb0 
other hill 
•Command the rest to stand.—Crod, and oar ri^t! 

[Exemt* 

SCENE II. 

The same. 

Alarum^ and Excursions ^ then a Retreat. Enter a 
French Herald, with trtmpets, to the gates. 

F. Her. You men of Anglers, open wide your 
gates. 
And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in ; / 
Who, by the hand a£ France, this day hath made 
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Much work for tears in many an English mother^ 
Whose sons lye scattered on the bleeding ground: 
Many a widow's husband groveling lies. 
Coldly embracing the discoloured earth; 
And victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French 5 
Who are at hand, triumphantly displayed. 
To enter conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne, England's king, and yours. 

Enter an English Herald, with trumpets, 

E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your 
beUs) 
King John, your king and England's, doth approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day ! 
Their armours, that march'd hence so silver-bright. 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen's blood j 
There stuck no plume in any English crest. 
That is nemoved by a staff of France ; 
Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first march'd forth; 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, 
Died in the dying slaughter of their foes : 
Open your gates, and give the victors way. 

Cit. Heralds, from off our towers we might behold. 
From first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies 5 whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured :* 
Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer'd 
blows; 

* Judged, determined. 
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Strength match*d with strength^ and power con- 

fronted power : 
Bot;h are alike 3 and both alike we like. 
One must prove greatest: while the^r weigh so even. 
We hold our town for neither 3 yet for both. 

Enter, at one side^ King John, with his pmoer; 
£linor, Blanch, and the Bastard ^ at the other. 
King Philip, Lewis, Austria, and Forces, 

K. John, France, hast thou yet more blood to cast 
away? 
Say, shall the current of our right run on ? 
Whose passage, vex*d with thy impediment. 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'er-swell , 

With course disturbed even thy confining shores, 
Unless thou let his silver water keep 
A peaceful progress to the ocean. 

K. Phi. England, thou haft not sav*d one drop of 
blood. 
In this hot trial, more than we of France; 
Rather^ lost more : And by this hand I swear. 
That sways the earth this climate overlooks,-— 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms, 
We*ll put thee down, *gainst whom these arms ve 

bear. 
Or add a royal number to the dead ; 
Gracing the scroll, that tells of this war's loss. 
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Bast. Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towers. 
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 
O, now doth death line his dead chaps with steel; 
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs -, 




Scene IT. KING JOHN. 321 

And now he feasts^ mouthing the flesh of men^ 
In undetermined diflerences of kings.— 
Why stand these voyal fronts amazed thus ? 
Ciy^ havock^ kings ! back to the stained fields 
You equal potents^^ fiery-kindled spirits ! 
Then let confusion of one part confirm 
The other's peace; till then^ blows^ bloody and death! 
K, John, Whose party do the townsmen yet ad- 
mit? 
K. PM. Speak^ citizens^ for England) who's your 

king? 
1 Cit. The king of England^ when we know the 

king. 
A". PM. Know him in us^ that here hold up hit 

right. 
K. John. In us^ that are our own great deputy^ 
And bear, possession of our person here -, 
Lord of our presence^ Angiers^ and of you. 

1 Cit, A greater power than we^ denies all this) 
And^ till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our strong-barr'd gates : 
King'd of our fears > until opr fears^ resolv'd^ 
Be by some certain king purg'd and depos'd. 
Bast, By heaven, these scroyles^ of Ailgiers flout 
you^ kings; 
And stand securely on their battlements. 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death* 
Your royal presences be rul'd by me; 
Do like the mutines '' of Jerusalem, 
^ friends a while^ and both conjointly bqn4 

' Ptftenttiest ' Scabby fellowt^ 7 MutiDcers. 
▼oIm iy» Y 
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Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town : 

By east and west let France and England mount 

Their battering cannon^ charged to the mouths; 

Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl'd down 

The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city : 

I*d play incessantly upon these jades^ 

£ven till unfenced desolation 

Leave tliem as naked as the vulvar air. 

That done, dissever your united strengths. 

And part your mingled colours once again 5 

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point: 

Then, in a moment^ fortune shall cull forth 

Out of one side her happy minion ; 

To whom in favour she shall give the day. 

And kiss him with a glorious victory. 

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states ? 

Smacks it not something of the policy ? 

^L. Jolm. Now, by the sky that hangs above our 
heads, 
I like it well -, — France, shall we knit ouy powers^ 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground; 
Then, after, fight who shall be king of it ? 

Bast, An if thou hast the mettle of a king,— 
Being wrong'd, as we are, by this peevish town>-=- 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery. 
As we will ours, against these saucy wall^ : 
And when that we have dash'd them to the ground. 
Why, then defy each other j and, pell-mell. 
Make work upon ourselves, for heaven, or hell. 

K, Phi. Let it be so : — Say, where will you as- 
sault? 

K. John. We from the west wiU send destruction 
Into this city's bosom. 
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Aust, I from the north. ' 

K. Phi. Our thunder from the south. 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Bast. O prudent discipline! From north to south 5 
Austria and France shoot in each other's mouth : 

\_Aside. 
I'll stir them to it : — Come, away, away ! 

1 Cit. Hear us^ great kings : vouchsafe a while to 
s stay. 
And I shall show you peace, and fair-faced lea^e^ 
Win you this city without stroke, or wound > 
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds. 
That here come sacrifices for the field : 
Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K. John. Speak on, with favour ) we are bent to 
hear. 

1 Cit. Jhat daughter there of Spain, the lady 
Blanch, 
Is near to England } Look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid : 
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty. 
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 
If zealous^ love should go in search of virtue. 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch ? 
If love ambitious sought a match of birth. 
Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch ? 
Such as she* is, in beauty, virtue, birth. 
Is the young Dauphin every way complete : 
If not complete, O say, he is not she -, 
And she again wants nothing, to name want. 
If want it be not^ that she is not he : 

• Pious. 
T 2 
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He is the half part of a blessed man^ 

Left to be finished by such a she -, 

And she a fair divided excellence^ 

Whose fulness of perfection lies in him. 

O, two such silver currents, when they join. 

Do glorify the banks that bound them in : 

And two such shores to two such streams made ooe, 

Two such controlling bounds shall you be^ kings, 

To these two princes, if you marry them. 

This union shall do more than battery can. 

To oilr fast-closed gates ; for, at this match. 

With swifter spleen ^ than powder can enforce. 

The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope. 

And give you entrance ', but, without this match, 

The sea enraged is not half so deaf. 

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 

More free from motion ; no, not death himself 

In mortal fury half so peremptory. 

As we to keep this city. 

Bast. Here's a stay. 

That shakes the rotten carcase of old death 
Out of his rags ! Here's a large mouth, indeed, 
That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and 

seas: 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions. 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs ! 
What cannoneer bejgot this lusty blood ? 
He speaks plain cannon, fire, and smoke, and bounce; 
He gives the bastinado with his tongue -, 
Our ears are cudgel'd -, not a word of his« 
But buffets better than a fist of France : 

9 speed. 




Scene II. KING JOHN. 3241 

Zounds ! I was never so bethump*d with words^ 
Since I first call'd. my brother's father, dad. 

Eli, Son, list to this conjunction, make this match; 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough i 
For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 
Thy now uilsur'd assurance to the crown. 
That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe 
The bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit. 
I see a yielding in the looks of France ; 
Mark, how they whisper : urge them^ while their souls 
Are capable of this ambition : 
Lest zeal, now melted, by the windy breath 
Of soft petitions, pity, and reniorse. 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

1 Cit, Why answer not the double majesties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten'd town ? 

K. Phi. Speak England firsts that hath been for- 
ward first 
To sp^ak unto this city : What say you ? 

K, John, If that the Dauphin there^ thy princelj 
son. 
Can in this book of beauty read, I love. 
Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen : 
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiers, 
' And all that we upon this side the sea 
(Except this city now by us besieg'd) 
Fmd liable to our crown and dignity^ 
Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions. 
As she in beauty, education, blood. 
Holds hand with any princess of the world. « 

K. Phi. What say'st thou, boy? look in the Udf% 
face. 



i 
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JjCW. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous mirade. 
The shadow of myself formed in her eye; 
Which, being but the shadow of your son. 
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow : 
I do protest, I never lov'd myself, 
Till now infixed I beheld myself. 
Drawn in the flattering table ' of her eye. 

[^fyhupers with Blanch. 
Bast. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye!— 
Hanged in the frowning wrinkle of her brow!— 
And quarter'd in her heart ! — he doth espy 

Himself love's traitor : This is pity now. 
That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter*d, there should 

be. 
In such a love, so vile a lout as he. 

Blanch. My uncle's will, in this respect, is mine: 
If he see aught in you, that makes him like. 
That any thing he sees, which moves his liking, 
I can with ease translate it to my will; ^ 
Or, if you will, (to speak more properly,) 
I will enforce it easily to my love. 
' Further 1 will not flatter you, my lord. 
That all 1 see in you is worthy love. 
Than this, — that nothing do I see in you, 
(Though churlish thoughts themselves should be your 

judge,) 
That I can find should merit any hate. 

K. John. What say these young ones ? What say 

you, my niece ? 
Blanch. That she is bound in honour still to do 

■ Picture. 
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you in wisdom shall vouchsafe to say. 
John, Speak then^ prince Dauphin; can you 

love this lady ? 
7. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love ; 
do love her most unfeignedly. 
John. Then do I give Volquessen, Touraine, 

Maine, 
5rs, and Anjou, these ^\q provinces, 
her to tliee j and this addition more,, 
lirty thousand marks of English coin.— 
of France, if thou be pleased withal, 
land thy son and daughter to join hands. 
Fhi. It likes us well 5 — ^Young princes, close 

your hands. 
/. And your lips too 5 for, I am well assured, 
[ did so, when I was first assured.* 
Phi, Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates^ 
that amity which you have made ; 
: saint Maiy's chapel, presently, 
ites of marriage shall be solemniz'd.— 
the lady Constance in this troop ?— 
w, she is not j for this match, made up, 
resence would have interrupted much :— 
e is she and her son ? tell me, who knows. 
;. She is sad and passionate^ at your highness* 

tent. 
Fhi, And, by my faith, this league, that we 

have made, 
jive her sadness very little cure.— 
3r of England, how nlay we content- 
yidow lady ? In her right we came \ 

^Affianced. 3 Mournful. 
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Which ifre, God knows^ have tarn*d another way. 
To our own vantage/ 

K, John, We will heal up all 

For we*ll create young Arthur duke of Bretagne, 
And earl of Richmond j and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of.— Call the lady Constance^ 
Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity : — I trust we shall, . 
If not fill up the measure of her will. 
Yet in some measure satisfy her so. 
That we shall stop her exclamation. 
€ro we, as well as haste will suffer us. 
To this unlook*d for unprepared pomp. 

[Exeunt all but the Bastard. — The Citizens 
retire from the vxdls. 

Bast, Mad world! mad kings! mad composition! 
John, to stop Arthur*s title in the whole. 
Hath willingly departed with a part : 
And France, (whose armour conscience buckled on ; 
Whom zeal and charity brbught to the field. 
As God*s own soldier^) rounded ^ in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil; 
That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith ; * 
That daily break- vow ; he that wins of all. 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids;— 
Who having no external thing to lose 
But the word maid,*- cheats the poor maid of that; 
That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling commodity,^-* 
Commodity, the bias of the world \ 
The world, who of itself is peised? well. 



^. 



4 Advantage* s Conspired. ^ Interest. 
7 Pdsed, balanced. 
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Made to run even, upon even ground ; 

Till this advantage, this vile drawing bias. 

This sway of motion, this commodity. 

Makes it take head from all indifferenqr. 

From all direction, purpose, course, intent : 

And this same bias, this commodity. 

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 

Clapp'd on th^ outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determined aid. 

From a resolv*d and honourable war. 

To a most base and vile-concluded peace.— 

And why rail I on this commodity ? 

But for because he hath not woo*d me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch^ my-hand. 

When his fair angels^ would salute my palm ; 

But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 

Xike a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail. 

And say, — there is no sin, but to be rich j 

And being rich, my virtue then shall be. 

To say, — there is no vice, but beggary : 

Since kings break faith upon commodity. 

Gain, be my lord! for I will worship thee ! [ExiV, 

ACT III. 
SCENE I. The same. The French King's Tent. 

En^er Con STANCE, Arthur, and Salisbury. 

Const. Gone to be married! gone to swear a peace ! 
False blood to false blood joined! Gone to befriends! 

s Clasp. 9 Coin. 
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Shall Lewis have Blanch? and Blanch those ptx)- 

vince's ? 
It is not so ; thou hast misspoke, misheard ; 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again : 
It cannot be; thou dost but say, 'tis so : 
I trust, I may not trust thee ; for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 
I have a king's oath to the contrary. 
Thou shalt be punish'd for thus frighting me. 
For I am sick, and capable ' of fears j 
Oppressed with wrongs, and therefore full of fears; 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ; 
A woman, naturally bom to fears; 
And though thou now confess, thou didst but jest 
With my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce. 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head ? 
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son ? 
What means that hand upon that breast of thine? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum. 
Like a proud river peering * o'er his bounds ? 
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ? 
Then speak again; not all thy former tale. 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. i 

SaL As true, as, I believe, you think them false. 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 

Const, O, if thou teach me to believe this sotrovr, 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die ; 
And let belief and life encounter so. 
As doth the fury of two desperate men, 

* Susceptible. * Appearing. 
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Which, in the very meeting, fall, and die- 
Lewis marry Blanch '. O, boy, then where art thou ? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of me ?— 
Fellow, be gone j I cannot brook thy sight } 
This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

Sal. What otlier harm have I, good lady, done. 
But spoke the harm that is by others done ? 

Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is. 
As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 

Arth, I do beseech, you, madam, be content.. 

Const, If thou, that bid'st me be content, wert 
grim. 
Ugly, and sland'rons to thy mother*s womb. 
Full of unpleasing blots, and sightless ^ stains. 
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,^ 
Patched with foul moles, and eye-offending marks> 
I would not care, I then would be content j 
For then I should not love thee } no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 
But thou art fair j and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Nature and fortune joined to make thee greaft : 
Of nature's gifts thou may'st with lilies boast. 
And with the half-blown rose : but fortune, O ! 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee 5 
She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John ^ 
And with her golden hand hath pluck'd on France 
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty. 
And made ^is majesty the bawd to theirs. 
France is a bawd to fortune, and king John ; 
That strumpet fortune, that usurping John : — 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ? 

3 Unsightly. 4 Portentous. 
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Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone^ 
And leave those woes alone^ which I alone. 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, madam, 

I may not go without you to the kings. 

Const, Thou raay'jst, thou shalty I will not go with 
thee: 
I wiJi instruct my sorrows to be proud ;, 
For grief is proud^ and makes his owner stout« 
To me, and to the state ' of my great grief. 
Let kings assemble j for my griers so great. 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up : here I and sorrow sit ; 
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

[She throws herself on the groundi 

Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, 
Elinor, Bastard, Austria, and Attetrdants, 

K. Phi. 'Tis true, fair daughter ; an4 this blessed 

Ever In France shall be kept festival : 
To solemnize this, day, the glorious sun 
Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist; 
Turning, with splendor of his precious eye. 
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold: 
The yearly course, that brings this day about. 
Shall never see it but a holyday. 

Const, A wicked day, and not a holyday!-^— 

[Rising 
What hath this day deservM ? what hath it done; 
That it in golden letters should be set, 

5 Seated in state* 
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Among the high tides,^ in the kalendar ? 
Nay, rather, turn this day out of the week ; 
This day of shame, oppression, perjury: 
Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child 
Pray, that their burdens may not fall this day. 
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross'd : 
But on this day, let seamen fear no wreck ^ 
No bargains break, that are not this day made : 
This day, all things begun come to ill end ; 
Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

K, Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day : 
Have I not pawned to you my majesty ? 

Canst, You have beguird me with a counterfeit. 
Resembling majesty; which, being touched, and tried. 
Proves valueless : You are forsworn, forsworn j 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies' blood. 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours : 
The grappling vigour and rough frpwn of war. 
Is cold in amity and painted peac^ 
And our oppression hath made up this league:— 
Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjur*d kings I 
A-widow cries -, be husband to me, heavens ! 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day . 
Wear out the day in peace -, but, ere sunset. 
Set armed discord *twixt these perjur'd kings ! 
Hear me, O, hear me ! 

Aust, Lady Constance, peace. 

Const, War ! war ! no peace ! peape is to me a war. 
O Lymoges ! O Austria ! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoil: Thou slave, thou wretch, thou 
coward ; 

^ Solemn seasons. 
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Thou little valiant, gr«at in villainy ! 
Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 
Thou fortune's champion^ that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety ! thou art perjur'd too. 
And sooth*st up greatness. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool } to brag, and stamp, and swear. 
Upon my party I Thou cold blooded slave. 
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side ? 
Been sworn my soldier ? bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ? 
And dost thou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou wear a lion*s hide ! doff ^ it for shame. 
And hang a calf *s skin on those recreant limbs. 

Aust, O, that a man should speak those words to 
me! 

Bast. And hang a calPs-skin on those recreant 
limbs. 

Amt. Thou dar*st not say so, villain, for thy life. 

Bast, And hang a calf*s-skin on those recreant 
limbs. 

K. John. We like not this ; thou dost forget thy- 
self. 

Enter Pandulph. 

K, Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the pope. 

Pand. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven !— « . 
To thee, king John, my holy errand is. 
I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal. 
And from pope Innocent the legate here^ 
Do, in his name, religiously demand^ 

7 Do off. 
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Why thou against the church, our holy mother. 
So wilfully dost spurn -, ar d, force perforce. 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see ? 
This, in our 'foresaid holy father's name. 
Pope Innocent, 1 do demand of thee. 

K, John, What earthly name to interrogatories. 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king ? 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous. 
To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 
Tell him this tale 5 and from the mouth of England^ 
Add thus much more, — ^I'hat no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions -, 
But as we under heaven are supreme head. 
So, under him, that great supremacy. 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold. 
Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 
So tell the pope 5 all reverence set apart. 
To him, and his usurp'd authority, 

K, Phi, Brother of England, you blaspheme in this. 

K. John. Though you, and all the kings of Chris- 
tendom, 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest. 
Dreading the curse that money may buy out; 
And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust. 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man. 
Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself: 
Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led. 
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish;' 
Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose 
Against the pope, and count his friends my foes. 
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Pond, Then, by the lawful power that I have. 
Thou shalt stand curs*d, and excommunicate : 
And blessed shall he be, that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretick; 
And meritorious shall that hand be calPd, 
Canonized, and worshipped as a saint^ 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Const, O, lawful let it be, 

T^at I have room with Rome to curse a while ! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen. 
To my keen curses j for, without my wrong. 
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 

Pand. There's law and warrant, lady, for my curse. 

Const, And for mine too 5 when law can do no 
right. 
Let it oe lawful, that \kw bar no wrong : 
Law cannot give my child his kingdom here ; 
For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law: 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong. 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse ? 

Pand, Philip of France; on peril of a curse. 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretick 3 
And raise the power of France upon his head. 
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. 

Eli, Look*st thou pale, France ? do not let go thy 
hand. 

Const, Look to that, devil ! lest that France repent, 
And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 

Aust, King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

Bast, And hang a calf *8-skin on his recreant limbs.. 

Auit, Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these wroogsi 
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Because- 



Bast, Your breeches best may cany them. 

K, John, Philip, what say'st thou to the cardinal? 

Const. What should he say, but as the cardinal ? 

Lew, Bethink you, father 5 for (he difference 
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome, 
Or the light loss of England for a friend : 
Forgo the easier. 

Blanch, That's the curse of Rome. 

Const, O Lewis, stand fast 5 the devil tempts thee 
here. 
In likeness of a new un trimmed ^ bride. \ 

Blanch, The lady Constance speaks not from her 
faith. 
But from her need. 

Const, O, if thou grant my need. 

Which only lives but by the death of faith. 
That need must needs infer this principle,—— 
That faith would live again by death of need 5 
O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up ; 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down. 

K. John, The king is mov*d, and answers not to 
this. 

Const, O, be remov'd from him, and answer well. 

Aust. Do so, king Philips hang no more in doiibt. 

Bast. Hang nothing but a calf s-skin, most sweet 
lout. 

K, Phi. 1 am perplex'd, and know not what to say. 

Pand, What can*st thou say, but will perplex thee 
more. 
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If thou stand excommunicate^ and curs*d ? 
K. Phi. Good reverend £uheo make my p^non 
yours. 
And tell me, how you would bestow yourself. 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit; 
And the conjunction of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link*d together 
With all religious strength of sacred vows ; 
The latest breath that gave the sound of words. 
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true lovej 
Between our kingdoms, and our roy^ selves } 
And even before this truce, but new before,—- 
No longer than we well could wash our hands^ 
To clap this royal bargain up of peace , ■ ■ 
Heaven knows, they virere besmear'd and overst^a'd 
With slaughter's pencil; where revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of ipoensed kings : 
And shall these hands, so lately purg*d of bloo4> 
So newly joined in ^ve, so strong in both. 
Unyoke this seizure, and this kind r^reet ?9 
Play fast and loose> with faith? so jest with heaveo, 
Mak& such unconstant children of ourselves. 
As now again to snatch our palm from palm -, 
Unswear faith sworn ; and on the marriage bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host> 
And make a, riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sincerity ? O holy sir. 
My reverend father, let it not be so.: 
Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 
Some gentle order ; and then we shall be bless'd 
To do your pleasure, and continue friends. 

9 Exchange of salutation* 
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Pand, All form is formless^ order orderless^ 
Save what is opposite to England's love. 
Therefore, to arms ! be champion of our church ! 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 
A mother's curse, on her revolting son. 
France, thou may*st hold a serpent by the tongue, 
A cased lion by the mortal paw, 
A jfasting tiger safer by the tooth. 
Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost hold. 

K, Phi, I may disjoin my hand, but not my faith. 

Pand. So mak'st thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, set*st oath to oath. 
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
First made to heaven, first be to heaven performed j 
That is, to be the champion of our church ! / 

What since thou swor'st, is sworn against thyself. 
And may not be performed by thyself: 
For that, which thou hast sworn to do amiss. 
Is not amiss when it is truly done j 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill. 
The truth is then most done not doing it : 
The better act of purposes mistook 
Is, to mistake again ; though indirect. 
Yet indirection thereby grows direct. 
And falsehood falsehood cures ; as fire cools fire. 
Within the scorched veins of one new burn*d. 
It is religion, that doth make vows kept } 
But thou hast sworn against religion -, 
By what thou swear*st, against the thing thou swear*st } 
And mak'st an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath : The truth thou art unsure 

z 2 
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To swear, swear only not to be forsworn 5 
Else, what a mockery should it be to swear ? 
But thou dost swear only to be forsworn ; 
And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear. 
Therefore, thy latter vows, against thy first. 
Is in thyself rebellion to thyself: 
And better conquest never canst thou make. 
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 
Against those giddy loose suggestions : 
Upon which better part our pcayers come in. 
If thou vouchsafe them : but, if not, then knowy 
The peril of our curses light on thee ; 
So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off. 
But,* in despair, die under their black weight. 
Aust. Rebellion, flat rebellion ! 
Bast. ^ ^ Wiirtnotbe? 

Will not a calf*s-skin stop that mouth of thine? 
Lew. Father, to arms ! 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding day ? 

Against the blood that thou hast married ? 
What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter'd men ? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlish drums,— 
Clamours of hell, — ^be measures ' to our pomp ? 
O husband, hear me ! — ^ah, alack, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ! — even for that name. 
Which till tliis time my tongue did ne'er^pronounce, 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

Const. O, upon my knee. 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee. 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 

> Musick for dancing. 
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Fore-thought by heaven. 

Blanch, Now shall I see tiiy love 5 What motive 
may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife ? 

Const. That which upholdeth him that thee up- 
holds^ 
His honour: O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour! 

IjCw. I muse,* your majesty doth seem so cold. 
When such profound respects do pull you on. 

Fond. I will denounce a curse upon his head. 

K, Phi. Thou shalt not need :— England, I'll fall 
from thee. 

Const. O fair return of banished majesty ! 

Eli, O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 

K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within 
this hour. 

Bast. Old time the clock-setter, that bald sexton 
time. 
Is it as he will ? well then, France shall rue. 

Blanch. The sun*s o'ercast with blood : Fair day, 
adieu ! 
Which is the side that I must go withal ? 
I am with both : each army hath a hand ; 
And, in their rage, I having bold of both. 
They whirl asunder, and dismember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'st win 5 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou may*st lose 5 
Father, I may not wish the fortune thine -, 
Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on tliat side shall I lose j 
Assured loss, before the match be play'd. 

* Wonder, 
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. Lew. lAdy, with me; with me thy fortttoe Hes. 
BUmck, There where my fortune Uves> there my 

life dies. 
K, John. Cousin^ go draw oar puissance' to« 
gether. — [Exit Bastard. 

France, I am burn'd up with inflamii^ wrath; 
A rage, whose heat hath this condition. 
Than nothing caQ allay, nothing but blood. 
The blood, and dearest-valu'd blood, of France. 
K, Phi. Thy rage shall bum thee up, and thou 
shalt turn 
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire : 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K, John. No more than he that threats. — ^Toarms 
lets hie ! J^Exemt, 

SCENE II. 

The same. Plains near Angiers. 

Alarums, Excursionsi Enter the Bastard, xoith 

Austria's Head. 

Bast. Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous 
hot; 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky. 
And pours down mischief. Austria's head lie there : 
While Philip breathes. 

Efitcr King JoH"^, Arthur, aiuf Hubert. 

K. John. Hubert, keep this boy :— Philip, make 
up: 

3 Force. 
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My mother is asssailed in our tent^ 
And ta*en, I fear. 

Bast. My lord, I rescu'd her ; 

Her highness is in safety, fear you- not: 
Bat on, my liege : for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. lExeunt. 

SCENE III. 
The same, 

■ 

Alarums; Excursions; Retreat. Enter King John, 
Elinor, Arthur, the Bastard, Hubert, and 
Lords. 

K. John, So shall it be 5 your grace shall stay be- 
hind, ITo Elinor. 
So strongly guarded. — Cousin, look not sad : 

[To Arthur. 
Thy grandam loves thee 5 and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

Arth, O, this will make my mother die with grief. 
K, John. Cousin, [7o the Bastard.] away for 
England ; haste before : > 

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots 5 angels * imprisoned 
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon : 
Use our commission in his utmost force. 
Bast, Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me 
back. 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 

4 Gold coin. 
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I leave your highness :— Grandam, I will pray 

(If ever I remember to be holy,) 

For your fair safety ; so I kiss your hand. 

Eli. Farewell, my gentle cousin. 

K, John. Coz, farewell. 

lExit Bastard. 

FM. Come hither, little kinsman 5 hark, a word, 

[^She takes Arthur aside, 

K. John. Come hither, Hubert, O my gentle 
Hubert, 
We owe thee much 5 within this wall of fleeh 
Tliere is a soul, counts thee her creditor. 
And with advantage means to pay thy love : 
And, my gooil friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand. 1 had a thing to say, — 
But I wiU fit it with some better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I am almost ashamed 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 

Huh. I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K. John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say 
so yet : 
But thou shalt have ; and creep time ne'er so slow, 
Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good. 
I had a tiling to say, — But let it go : 
The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day. 
Attended with the pleasures of the world. 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds,^ 
To give me audience : — If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night ^ 

s Showy ornaments. 
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If this same were a church-yard where we standi 

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs 5 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy. 

Had bak*d thy blood, and made it heavy, thick j 

(Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins. 

Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes. 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 

A passion hateful to my purposes j) 

Or if that thou could*st see me without eyes. 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 

Without a tongue, using conceit^ alone. 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ; 

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 

But ah, I will not : — ^Yet I love thee well ', 

And, by my troth, I think, thou lov*st me well. 

Hub, So well, that what you bid me undertake. 
Though that my death were adjunct'' to my act. 
By heaven, I'd do't. 

K. John, Do not I know, thou would'st ? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : fll tell thee what, my friend. 
He is a very serpent in my way j 
And, wberesoe'er this foot of mine doth tread. 
He lies before me : Dost thou understand me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Huh. And I will keep him so. 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K. John, Deatli. 

Hub, ^y lord ? 

K, Johiu A grave. 

Hub. He shall not live. 

* Conception. 7 Joined. 



346 KING JOHN: Act III 

K, John, £Doi]gb. 

I could be merry now : Hubert, I love thee j 
Well, ril not say what I intend for theej 

Remember. Madam, fare you well : 

1*11 Bend those powers o*er to your majesty. 

Eli, My blessing go with thee ! 

K, John, For England^ cousin : 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty. — On toward Calais, ho ! lExaat. 

SCENE IV. 

The same. The French King's Tent. 

Enter King Philip, Lewis^ Pandulph, and 

Attendants. 

K, Phi, So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 
A whole airmado* of convicted*^ sail 
Is scattered and disjoined from fellowship. 

Pand. Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go welL 

K, Phi, What can go well, when we have run so 
ill? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers lost ? 
Arthur ta'en prisoner ? divers dear friends s,lain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'erbearing interruption, spite of France ? 

Lew, What he hath won, that hath he fortifled : 
So hot a speed with such advice dispos'd. 
Such temperate order in so fierce a cause. 
Doth want example : Who hath read, or heard. 
Of any kindred action like to this ? 

• Fleet of war# 5 Overcome. 
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K. Phi. Well could I bear that England had this 
praise. 
So we could find some pattern of our shanoe. 

Enter Constance. 

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul } 
Holding the eternal spirit, against her will. 
In the vile prison of afflicted breath : — 
I pr*ythee, lady, go- away with me. 

Const, Lo, now! now see the issue.of your peace! 

K,Phi, Patience, good lady! comfort, gentle Con- 
stance ! 

Const. No, I defy' all counsel, all redress. 
But that which ends all counsel, true redress, « 
Death, death : — O amiable lovely death ! 
Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness ! 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night. 
Thou hate and terror to prosperity. 
And I will kiss thy detestable bones ; 
And put my eye-balls in thy vanity brows 5 
And ring these fingers with thy household worms; 
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust. 
And be a carrion monster like thyself: 
Come, grin on me 3 and I will think thou smil'st. 
And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery's love, 
O, come to me ! 

K. Phi. O fair affliction, peace. 

Const. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry :— 
O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth ! 
Then with a passion would I shake the world } 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy, 

« Refuse. 
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Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice^ 
Which scorns a modern * invocation. 

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow. 

Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so j 
I am not mad : this hair I tear, is mine j 
My name is Constance > I was Geffrey's wife j 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 
I am not mad ; — 1 would to heaven, I were ! . 
For then, 'tis like I should forget myself: 
O, if I could, what grief should I forget ! — 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad. 
And thou shalt be canoniz'd, cardinal 3 
For, being not mad, but sensible of grief. 
My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver'd of these woes. 
And teaches me to kill or hang myself : 
If I were mad, I should forget my son j 
Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he : 
I am not mad 5 too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 

K, Phi. Bind up those tresses: O, what love I note 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs ! 
Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen. 
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glew themselves in sociable grief; 
Like true, inseparable, faithful loves. 
Sticking together in calamity. 

CantU. To England, if you will. v 

K, John. Bind up your hairs. 

Const. Yes, that I will^ and wherefore will I do it > 
I tore them from their bonds 3 and cried aloud, 

* Common. 
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that these hands could so redeem my son, 
As they have given these hairs their liberty / 
But now I envy at their liberty. 

And will again commit them to their bonds. 

Because my poor child is a prisoner. 

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say. 

That we shall see and know our friends in heaven : 

If that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 

For, since the birth of Cain, the first male child. 

To him that did but yesterday suspire.^ 

There was not such a gracious* creature born. 

But now will canker sorrow eat my bud. 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek. 

And he will look as hollow as a ghost ; 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; 

And so he^ll die ; and, rising so again. 

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 

1 shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 

Const, He talks to me, that never had a son. 

K, Phi, You are as fond of grief, as of your child. 

Const, Grief fills the room up of my absent child. 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words. 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts. 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief. 
Fare you well : had you such a loss as I, 
I could give better comfort than you do.— - 
I will not keep this form upon my head, 

[Tearing off her Head-dress, 

3 Breathe, 4 Graceful* 
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When there is sach disorder in my wit. 

O lord^ my boy^ my Arthur^ my fair son ! 

My life, my joy, my food^ my all the world ! 

My widow-c(Hnfort, and liiy sorrows' cute ! [£9^* 

K, PhL I fear some outrage^ and I'll follow her. 

lEnt. 

Lew. There's nothing in this world, can make me 
joy: 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale. 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man ; 
And bitter shame hath spoil'd the sweet world's taste, 
That it yields naught, but shame, and bitterness. 

Pand, Before the curing of a strong disease. 
Even in the instant of repair and health. 
The fit is strongest -, erils, that take leave. 
On their departure most of all show evil : 
What have you. lost by losing of this day ? 

Lew, All days of glory, joy, and happiness. 

Pand. If you have won it, certainly, you had. 
No, no : when fortune means to men most good. 
She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 
"Us strange, to think how much king John hath lost 
In this which he accounts so clearly won : 
Are not you griev'd, that Arthur is his prisoner? 

Lew, As heartily, as he is glad he hath him. 

Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me speak, with a prophetick spirit 3 
For even the breath of what I mean to speak 
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub. 
Out of the path which shall directly lead 
Thy foot to England's throne j and, therefore, mark. 
John hath seiz'd Artluir ; and it cannot be. 
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That> whiles warm life plays in that infants veins. 
The misplac d John should entertain an hour. 
One minute^ nay, one quiet breath of rest : 
A scepter^ snatched with an unruly hand. 
Must be as boisterously maintain*d as gained : 
And he^ that stands upon a slippery place. 
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up : 
That John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall; 
So be it, for it cannot be but so. 

Lew, But what shall I gain by young Arthur's fali^ 

Pand, You, in the right of lady Blanch your wife. 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lew, And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 

Pand, How green are you, and fresh in this old 
world ! 
John lays you plots ; the times conspire with you : 
For he, that steeps his safety in true blood. 
Shall find but bloody safety, and untrue. 
This act, so evilly born, shall cool the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal ; 
That none so small advantage shall step forth. 
To check his reign, but they will cherish it : 
No natural exiialation in the sky^ 
No scape of nature, no distempered day. 
No common wind, no customed event. 
But they will pluck away his natural cause^ 
And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs. 
Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven. 
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 

Lew. May be, he will not touch young Arthur's life. 
But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your ap* 
proach, . 



\ 
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If that young Arthur be not gone already^ 
Even at that news he dies ; and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him. 
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change -, 
And pick strong matter of revolt, and virrath. 
Out of the bloody fingers' ends 6f John. 
Methinks, I see this burly all on foot ; 
And, O, what better matter breeds for you. 
Than I have nam*d ! — ^The bastard Faulconbri4ge 
Is now in England, ransacking the church. 
Offending charity : If but a dozen French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 
To train ten thousand English to their side j 
Or, as a little snow, tumbled about. 
Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin, 
Go with me to the king : *Tis wonderful. 
What may be wrought out of their discontent : 
Now that their souls are topfull of offence. 
For England go > 1 will whet on the king. 
Lew, Strong reasons make strong actions : Let us 

If you say, ay, the king will not say, no. [Exetrnt. 

m 

ACT IV. 
SCENE I. Northampton. A Room in the Castle, 

Enter Hubert and Two Attendants. 

Hub, Heat me these irons hot: and, look thou 
stand 
Withtn the arras : ^ when I strike my foot 

5 Tapestry. 
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Upon the bosom of the groundj^ rush forth t 
And bind the boy, which you shall find with me. 
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch. 
1 Attend. I hope, your warrant will bear out the 

deed. ^ 

Htib, Uncleanly scruples ! Fear not you : look 
to't.— [Exeunt Attendants. 

Young lad, come forth 5 I have to say with you. 

Enter Arthur. 

Arth» Grood morrow, Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little prince. 

Arth, As little prince (having so great a title 
To be more prince,) as may be. — You are sad. 

Hub, Indeed, I have been merrier. 

Arth. Mercy on me ! 

Methinks, no body should be sad but I : 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night. 
Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 
I should be as merry as the day is long 5 
And so I would be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practises more harm to me : 
He is afraid of me, and I of him : 
Is it my fault that 1 was Geffrey's son ? 
No, indeed, is*t not ; And 1 would to heaven, 
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert. 

Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead : 
Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. [Aside. 

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert? you look pale to-day : 

VOL. IV. A A 
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In soothe I would you wero a little eick \ 

That I might sit all nighty aod watch with you : 

I warraoti I love you moi^ thaa you do ipe. 

Hnb, Hi8 words do take possession of my bosom.^— 
Read here, young Arthur. [Shomng apop^,'] How 
now, foolish rheum ! [Aside* 

Turning dispiteous torture out of door ! 
I must be brief 5 test resolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears. 
Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 

Arth, Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul efl^t : 
Must ypu with hot kons bum out both mine eyes \ 

Hub. jSTowng boy, I must. 

Arth. And will you ? 

Hub. AndlwUl. 

Arth. Have you the heart? When your head did 
but ake, 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
(The best I had, a princess wrought it me,) 
And I did never ask it you again : 
And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour. 
Still and anon cbeer'd up the heavy time; 
Saying, What lack you ? and. Where lies your grief ^ 
Or, What good love may I perform for you } 
Many a poor man*s son WiUd have lain still. 
And ne*er have spoke a loving word to you i 
But you at your sick service had a prince. 
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love. 
And call it, cunning ; Do, an if you will : 
If heaven be pleased that you must use me ill. 
Why, then you must. — ^Will you put out mine eyes? 
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These 6768^ that never did, nor never shiall^ 
So much as frown on you ? 

Hub, I have sworn to do it; 

And with hot irons must I hum them out. 

Arth. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do it! 
The iron of itaelf, though heat red-hot. 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears. 
And quench his fiery indignation. 
Even in the matter of mine innocence : 
Nay, after that, consume away in rust. 
But for containing firev to harm mine eye. 
Are you more stubborn-hard than hammered iron ? 
An if an angel should have have come to me. 
And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believ'd no tongue, but Hubert's. 

Hub, Come forth. [Stamps, 

Re-enter Attendants, with Cord, Irons, &c. 

Do as I bid you do. ^ 

Arth, O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes are 
out, 
£ven with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Huh. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here. 

Arth, Alas,' what need you be so boisterous rough ? 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 
For heaven's sake, Hubert, let me not be bound ! 

« 

Nay, hear me, Hubert ! drive these men away. 

And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word. 

Nor look upon the iron angerly : 

Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you, 

Whatever torment you do put me to. 

V A 2 
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Hub. Go, stand within ; let me alone with him. 

1 Attend. I am best pleas'd to be from such a deed. 

[Exeunt Attendants, 

Arth. Alas ! I then have chid away my friend; 
He hath a stern look^ but a gentle heart : — 
Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub, Come, boy, prepare yourself. 

Arth, Is there no remedy ? 

Hvb, None, but to lose your eyes. 

Arth. O heaven ! — ^that there were but a mote in 
yours, 
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand'ring hair. 
Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 
Then, feeling what small things are bqisfrous there, 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Htd), Is this your promise? go to, hold your tongue. 

Arth, Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue j let me not, Hubert ! . 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 
So I may keep mine .eyes 5 O, spare mine eyes; 
Though to no use, but still to look on you ! 
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold. 
And would not harm me. 

Hub. I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good sooth 3 the fire is dead with 
grief. 
Being create for comfort, to be us*d 
In undeserved extremes :^ See else yourself ; 
There is no malice in this burning coal ; 

^ In cruelty I have not deserved. 



\ 
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The breath of heaven hath blown hig spirit out. 
And 8trew*d repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 

Arth. And if you do, you will but make it blush. 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes 5 
And, like a dog that is compelled to fight. 
Snatch at his master that doth tarre'^ him on. 
All things, that you should use to do me wrong. 
Deny their office : only you do lack 
That mercy, which fierce fire, and iron, extends. 
Creatures of note, for mercy-lacking uses. 

Hub. Well, see to livej I will not touch thine eyei 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes : * 
Yet am I sworn, and I did purpose, boy. 
With this same very iron to burn them out. 

Arth. O, now you look like Hubert ! all this while 
You were disguised. 

Hitb, Peace : no more. Adieu ', 

Your uncle must not know but you are dead : 
1*11 fill these dogged spies with false reports. 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless^ and secure. 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world. 
Will not offend thee. 

Arth, O heaven ! — I thank you, Hubert. 

Hub, Silence J no more: Go closely 9 in with me; 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeunt. 

7 Set him on. • Owns. 9 Secretly. \ 



35S KING JOHN. Jet IF. 

SCENE II. 

I, 

The same, A Room of State in the Palace. 

Enter King John, crowned; P£MBEOKe^ Salis* 
BURT> and other Lords. The King takes his State. 

K. John. Here once again we sit, once again 
crown'd. 
And look'd upon^ I hope, with cheerful eyes. 

Fern. This once again, but that your highness 
pleas'd. 
Was once superfluous : you were crown'd before. 
And that high royalty was ne*er phick'd oflP; 
The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt^ 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land. 
With any long*d-for change, or better state. 

Sal. Therefore, to be possessed with double pomp. 
To guard' a title that was rich before. 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily. 
To throw a perfume on the violet. 
To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish,' 
Is wasteful, and ridiculous excess. 

Pem. But that your royal pleasure must be done. 
This act is as an ancient tale new told ; 
And, in the last repeating, troublesome^ 
Being urged at a time unseasonable. 

Sal. In this, the antique and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured : 

» Lace. * Decorate. 
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ADd> like a shifted wind ttnto a sail/ 

It makes the cotirse of thoughts to fetch abont : 

Startles and frights consideration j 

Makes sound o|nnion sick, and truth suspected^ 

For putting on so new a fashi(Mi*d robe. 

Pern. When workmen strive to do better than weD, 
They do confound their skiH in covetousness : ' 
And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault. 
Doth make the fsmlt the worse by the excuse j 
As patches, set upon a little breach. 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault. 
Than did the fault before it was so patched. 

Sal. To this effect, before you were new-crown'd. 
We breath*d our counsel : but itpleas*d yom* highness 
To overbear it -, and we are all well pleas*d j 
Since all and every part of what we would. 
Doth make a stand at what your highness will. 

K, John, Some reasons of this double coronation 
I have possess'd you with, and think them strong | 
And more, more strong, (when lesser is my fear,) 
I shall indue you with : Mean time, but ask 
What you would have reform*d, that is not well 5 
And well shall you perceive, how willingly 
1 will both hear and grant you your requests. 

Pern, Then I, (as one that am the tongue of these^ 
To sound -♦ the purposes of all their hearts,) 
Both for myself and them, (but, chief of all. 
Your safety, for the which myself and them 
Bend their best studies,) heartily request 
The enfranchisement^ of Arthur j whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 

3 Desire of excelling. 4 Publish. s Releasement. 
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To break into this dangerous argoment^-*- 
If, what in rest you have, in right you hold^ 
Why then your fears^ (which, as they say, attend 
The steps of wrong,) should move you to mew up 
Your tender kinsman, an to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise ? 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit. 
That you have bid us ask his liberty; 
Which for our goods we do no further ask. 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depen^ng. 
Counts it your weal, he have his liberty. 

K, John. Let it be so 5 I do conmiit his youth 

Enter Hubert, 

To your direction .-^Hubert, what news with you. 

Pern, This is the man should do the bloody deed| 
He show'd his warrant to a friend of mine : 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye ; that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much-troubled breast; 
And I do fearfully believe, 'tis done. 
What we so* fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Sal. The colour of the king doth come and go. 
Between his purpose and his conscience. 
Like heralds *twixt two dreadful battles set : 
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pern. And, when it breaks, I fear, will issue thence 
The foul corruption of a sweet child's death. 

K. John. We cannot hold mortality's strong hand :-*^ 
Qood lords, although my will to give is living. 
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The suit which you demand is gpne and dead : 
He tells usj Arthur is deceased to night. 

Sal. Indeed^ we fear*d^ his sickness was past cure. 

Pern, Indeed we heard how near his death he was^ 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 
This must be answered, either here, or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend such solemn brows on 
me ? / 

Think you, I bear the shears of destiny ? 
Have I commandment on the pulse of life ? 

Sal, It is apparent foul-play j and 'tis shame. 
That greatness should so grossly offer it : 
So thrive it in your game ! and so farewell. 

Pern. Stay yet, lord Salisbury j I'll go with thee. 
And find the inheritance of this poor child. 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood, which ow*d^' the breath of all this isle. 
Three foot of it doth hold ', Bad world the while ! 
This must not be thus borne : this will break out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt. 

[^Exeunt Lords. 

K. John. They burn in indignatiin 5 I repent j 
There is no sure foundation set on blood 5 
No certaio Jife achiev'd by otliers* death. 

Eiitcr a Messenger, 

A fearful eye thou hast 5 Where is that blood, 
1 hat I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ? 
So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 
pour down thy weather; — How goes all in France? 
Mts:i. From France to England.— N^ver such a 
power' 

^ Owned. 7 f orcp. 
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For any foreign pfieparation^ 

Was levied in the body of a land ! 

Hie cop7 of your speed is leam'd by them ; 

For, when you should be told they do prepare. 

The tidings come, that they are all arrir'd. 

K. John. O, where hath om* intelligence beto 
drunk? 
Where hath it slept ? Where is my mother's care ? 
That such in army could be drawn in France, 
And she not hear of it > 

Mess. ' My liege, bere^ 

Is stopp'd with dust 5 the first of April, d^ed 
Your noble mother : And, as I hear, my kntl. 
The lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three days before : but this from rtimonr's tongue 
I idly heard 5 if true, or false, 1 know not. # 

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion ! 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleas'd 
My discontented peers ! — What! mother dearf> 
How wildly then walks my estate in France f-*- 
Under whose conduct came those powers of France, 
That thou for truth giv'st out, are landed tere? 

Mess, Under the Dauphin. 

Enter the Bastard and Peter of Pom fret. 

K. John. Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings. — ^Now, what saya the world 
To your proceedings ? do not seek to stuff 
My head with more iU news, for it is full. 

Bast. But, if you be afeard to hear the worst. 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head. 

K.John. Bear with me, cousin; for I was anaaz*d* 

' Stunned^ confounded. 
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Under the tide : but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood 3 and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Bast, How I have sped among the clergymen. 
The sums I have collected shall express. 
But, as I travelled hither through the land, 
I find the people strangely fantasied 5 
Possessed with rumours, full of idle dreams ; 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear t 
And here's a prophet, that I brought with lok 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels ; 
To whom he sung, in rode harsh-sounding rhymes. 
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon. 
Your highness should deliver up your crown. 

K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst thou 
so? 

Peter, Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so. 

K. John, Hubert, away with him; i^iprison himj 
And on that day at noon, whereon, he says, 
I shall yield up my crown, let him be hang*d; 
Deliver him to safety ,9 and return. 
For I must use thee. — O my gentle cousin, 

\Exit Hubert, xwM Peter. 
Hear*st thou the news abroad, who are arriv*d ? 

Bast, The French, my lord 5 men*s mouths are 
fuUofit: 
Beside3, I met lord Bigot, and lord Salisbury, 
(With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,) 
And others more, going to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, who, they say, is kill*d tojuight 

9 Custody. 
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On your suggestion. 

K. John. Gentle kinsman^ go^ 

And thrust thyself into their companies : 
I have a way to win their loves again ; 
Bring them before me. 

Bast. I will seek them out. 

K, John. Nay^ but make haste^ the Setter foot 

before. 

O, let me have no subject enemies^ 

When adverse foreigners afiHght my towns 

With dreadful pomp of stout invasion !-^ 

Be mercury, set feathers to thy heels ; 

And £y, like thought, from them to me again. 

Bast. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. 

lExit. 

K. John, Spoke like a spriteful noble gentleman.— 
Go after him -, for he, perhaps, shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers 5 
And be thou he. 

Mess, With all my hearty my liege. 

lExit. 

K. John, My mother dead ! 

Re-enter Hubert. 

Hub. My lord, they say, five moons were seen fcCK 
night : 
Four fixed -, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wonarous motion. 
K. John, Five moons ? 

Hub. Old men^ and beldams^ 

in the streets 
Do prephecy upon it dangerously : 
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Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths : 

And when they talk of him, they shake their heads. 

And whisper one another in the ear j 

And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer's wrist; 

Whil^ he, that hears, makes fearful action. 

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 

I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus. 

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool. 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news j 

Who, with his shears and measure in his hand. 

Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste 

Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,) 

Told of a many thousand warlike French, 

That were embatteled and rank*d in Kent : 

Another lean unwash'd artificer 

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 

K. John. Why seek'st thou to possess me witli 
these fears ? 
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death ? 
Thy hand hath murder'd him: I had mighty cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 

Hub. Had none, my lord I why, did you not pro- 
voke me ? 

K. John, It is the curse of kings, to be attended 
By slaves, tliat take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life : 
And, on the winking of authority. 
To understand a law; to know tlie meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humour than advis'd respect.' 

Hub, Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 

■ Deliberate consideration. 
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SCENE III. 
The same. Before the Castle* 

Enter Arthur, on the WaUs. 

Arth. The wall is high 5 and yet will I leap down:— 
Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not! — 
There's few, or none, do know me 5 if they did. 
This ship-boy*s semblance hath disguised me quite. 
I am afraid j and yet I'll venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
1*11 find a thousand shifb to get away : 
As good to die, and go, as die, and' stay. 

[^Leaps down* 
O me ! my uncle's spirit is in these stones— 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones! 

[Dies. 

s Enter Pembroke, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at saint Edmund's- 
Buiy ', 
It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Pe?n, Who brought that letter from the cardinal? 

Sal. The count Melun, a noble lord of France 5 
Whose private with me,^ of the Dauphin's love. 
Is much more general than these lines import. 

Big, To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 

Sal. Or, rather then set forward : for 'twill be 
Two long days' journey, lords, or e'er we meet. 

5 Private account. 
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Enter the Bastard. 

Bast. Once more to-day well met, distemper'd* 
lords ! 
[*he king, by me, requests your presence straight. 

Sal, Tbe king hath dispossess*d himself of us; 
ye will not line his thin bestained cloak 
Vith our pure honours, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where-e'er it walks: 
leturn, and tell him so ) we know the worst. 

Bast. Whatever you think, good words, I think, 
were best. 

Salt Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now. 

,Bast. But there is little reason in your grief; 
rherefore, 'twere reason, you had manners now. 

Pern. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 

Bast. 'Tis true 3 to hurt his master, no man else. 

Sal. This is the prison : What is he lies here ? 

[Seeing Art h u r . 

Pern. O death, made proud with pure and princely 
beauty ! 
rhe earth had not a hole to hide this deed* 

Sal. Mm'der, as hating what himself hath done, 
Dpth lay it open, to urge on reveijge. 

Big. Or, when he doomed this beauty to a grave 
Pound it too precious-princely for a grave. , 

5a/. Sir Richard, what tliink you? Have yoi 
beheld. 
Or have you read, or heard? or. could you think? 
Dr do you almost think, although you see, 

^ Out of humour. 
VQL. IV. B B 
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That you do see? could thought^ without this ob- 
ject. 
Form such another ? This is the very top. 
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest. 
Of murder's arms : this is the bloodiest shame. 
The wildest savag'ry, the vilest stroke. 
That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or staring rage. 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse.' 

Pern, All murders past do stand excus'd in this: 
And this, so sole, and so unmatchable. 
Shall give a holiness, a purity. 
To the yet-unbegotten sin of time j 
Andjprove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Exampled by this heinous spectacle. 

Bast, It is a damned and a bloody work j 
The graceless action of a heavy hand. 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

SaL If that it be the work of any hand ?-^ 
We had a kind of light, what would ensue : 
It is the shameful work of Hubert*s hand ; 
The practice, and the purpose, of the king :— 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul. 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life> 
And breathing to l\is breathless exceUence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow j 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world. 
Never to be infected with delight. 
Nor conversant with ease and idleness. 
Till I have set a glory to this hand,* 

7 Pity. 
' HanJ should be head; a glory is the circle of rays which 
surrounds the heads of saints in pictures. 
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By giving it the worship of revenge. 
Pan. Big. Our souls religiously confirm thy words. 

Enter Hubert, 

Hub. Lords^ I am hot with haste in seeking you : 
Arthur doth live^ the king hath sent for you. 

Sal. O, he is bold^ and blushes not at death :-~ 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Hub. I am no villain. 

Sal. Must I rob the law? 

^Drawing kis sword. 

Bast. Your sword is bright, sir j put it up again. 

Sal. Not till I sheath it in a murderer's skin. 

Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand back, I say j 
By heaven, I think, my sword's as sharp as yours : 
I would not have you, lord, forget yourself. 
Nor tempt the danger of my true^ defence; 
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility. 

Big. Out, dunghill! dar'st thou brave a nobleman? 

Hub. Not for my life : but yet 1 dare defepd 
My innocent life against' an emperor, 

Sal, Thou art a murderer. 

Hub. Do not prove me so;* 

Yet, I am none: Whose tongue soe'er speaks false. 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks not trulyi lies. 

Pern, Cut him to pieces. 

Bast, Keep the peace, I say. 

Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge. 

Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury: 

■ Honest. » By compelling me to kill you. 

B B 2 
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If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot. 
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 
I'll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime; 
Or 1*11 so maul you and your toasting-iron. 
That you shall think the devil is come from hell. 

Big, What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge? 
Second a villain, and a murderer ? 

Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Big. Who kill'd this prince! 

Huh. 'Tis not an hour since I left him well : 
I honour'd him, I lov'd him 5 and will weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life's loss. 

Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villainy is not without such rheum j" 
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse* and innocency. 
Away, with me, all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house,- 
For I am stifled with this smell of sin. 

Big. Away, toward Bury, to the Dauphin there! 

Fern. There, tell the king, he may inquire us out. 

[^Exeunt Lords. 

Bast. Here's a good world! — ^Knew you of this 
fair work ? 
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of deaths 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 

Htib. Do but hear me^ sir. 

Bast. Ha ! I'll tell thee what j 
Thou art damn'd as black~i-nay, nothing is so black ; 
Thou art more deep damn'd than prince Lucifer : 

» Moisture. » Pity. 
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There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell 

As thou shalt be^ if thou didst kill this child. 

Hub, Upon my soul,— 

Bast. If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair. 
And, if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle theej a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on; or would*st thou drown 

thyselfi 
Put but a litde water in a spoon. 
And it shall be as all the ocean. 
Enough to stifle such a villain up,— — 
I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hub. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought 
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay. 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 
I left him well. 

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms.-»- 

I am amaz*d^^ methinks ; and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.— 
How easy dost thou take all England up ! 
From forth this morsel of dead royalty. 
The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heaven j and England now is left 
To tug and scamble, and to part by the teeth 
The unowed^ interest of proud-swelling state. 
Now, for the bare-pick'd bone of majesty. 
Doth dogged war brisde his angry crest. 
And snarletb in the gentle eyes of peace : 

3 Confounded. * Unowned* 
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Now powers from home, and discontents at hoBie^ 

Meet in one line ^ and vast confusion waits 

(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast,} 

The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture^ can 

Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child. 

And follow me with speed j I'll to the king : 

A thousand businesses are brief in hand. 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. [Exeunt 

• 

ACT V. 

SCENE I. The same.^ A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King John, Pandulph xcith the CroxLn, and 

Attendants, 

K, John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. 

Fand. Take again 

[Giving John the Crom, 
From this my hand, as holding of the pope. 
Your Sovereign greatness and autnority. 

K. John. Now keep your holy word: go meet the 
French j 
And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches, *fore we are inflam*d. 
Our discontented counties do revolt 5 
Our people quarrel with obedience 5 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of soul. 
To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 
This inundation of mistemper*d humour 

5 Girdle. 
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Rests by you only to be qualified. 
Then pause notj for the present time's so sick. 
That present medicine must be minister'd. 
Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Fand. It was my breath that blew this tempest up. 
Upon your stubborn usage of the pope ; 
But, since you are a gentle convertite,^ 
My tongue shall hush again this storm of war, 
A|id make fair weather in your blustering land. 
On this Ascension-day, remember well. 
Upon your oath of service to the pope. 
Go I to make the French lay down their arms. [Exit. 

K. John. Is this Ascension-day? Did not th« 
prophet 
Say, th^t, before Ascension-day at nooii. 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have : . 
I did suppose, it should be on constraint > 
But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 

Enter the Bastard. 

t 

Bast, All Kent hath yielded) nothing there holds 
^ out. 
But Dover castle : London hath receiv'd. 
Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy 5 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K. John, Would not my lords return to me again^ 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 

s 

• Convert. 
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Bast. They found him dead^ . and cast into the 
streets 5 
An empty casket, where the jewel.of life 
By some damnM hand was robb*d and ta'en away. , 

K.John. That villain Hubert told me, he did live. 

Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad ? 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought j 
Let not the world see fear, and sad distrust^ 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be stirring as the time ; be fire with fire ; 
Threaten the threat'ner^ and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror : so shall inferior eyes. 
That borrow their behaviours from the great^i 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 
Away 5 and glister like the god of war. 
When he intendeth to become the field : 
Show boldness, and aspiring confidence. 
What, shall they seek the lion in his den. 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there ^ 
O, let it not be said ! — Forage, and run 
To meet displeasure further from the doors j 
And grapple with him, ere he come so nigh. 

K. John. The legate of the pope hath been with 
me. 
And I have made a happy peace virith him; 
And he hath promised to dismisJ the powers' 
Led by the Dauphin. 

Bast. O inglorious league ! 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land, ^ 

7 Forces, 
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Send fair-play orders, and make compromise, 
, Insinuation, parley, and base truce. 
To arms invasive ? shall a beardless boy, 
A cocker'd* silken wanton brave our fields. 
And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil. 
Mocking the air with colours idly spread. 
And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms : 
Perchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace; 
Or if he do, let it at least be said. 
They saw we had a purpose of defence. 

K. John. Have thou the ordering of this present 
time. 

Bast, Away then, with good courage 5 yet, I know. 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 

A J^lain, near St. Edmund's-Buiy. 

Enter, in artns, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, 
Pembrokk, Big 01, and Soldiers. 

Lew. My lord Melun, let this be copied out. 
And keep it safe for our remembrance : 
Return the precedent to these lords again ; 
That, having our fair order written down. 
Both they, and we, perusing o*er these notes. 
May know wherefore we took the sacrament. 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal, Upon our sides it never shall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary zeal, and unurg'd faith, 

* Fondled' 
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To your proceedings ; yet, believe me, prince^ 

I am not glad that such a sore of time 

Should seek a plaster by conteran'd revolt. 

And heal the inveterate canker of one wound^ 

By making many : O, it grieves my soul. 

That I must draw this metal from my side 

To be a widow-maker ; O, and there. 

Where honourable rescue, and defence. 

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury : 

But such is the infection of the time. 

That, for tlie liealth and physick of our right. 

We cannot deal but with the very hand 

Of stern injustice and confused wrong.— 

And is*t not pity, O my grieved friends ! 

That we, the sons and children of this isle. 

Were born to see so sad an hour as this j 

Wherein we step aftet a stranger march 

Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 

Her enemies' ranks, (I must withdraw and ^eep 

Upon the spot of this enforced cause,) 

To grace the gentry of a land remote. 

And follow unacquainted colours here ? 

What, here ? — O nation, that thou could^st remove!- 

That Neptune's arms, who clippetli^^ thee about. 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself 

And grapple tliee unto a pagan shore 3 

Where these two Christian armies might combine 

The blood of malice in a vein of league. 

And not to-spend it so unneighbourly ! 

Lew, A noble temper dost thou show in this ; 
And great affections, wrestling in thy bosom, 

'9 Embraceth. 
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Do make an earthquake of nobility. 

O, what a noble combat hast thou fought. 

Between compulsion and a brave respect!' 

Let me wipe off this honourable dew. 

That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks : 

My heart hath melted at 'a lady's tears. 

Being an ordinary inundation ; * 

But this effusion of such manly drops. 

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul. 

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz*d 

Than had I seen the vanity top of heaven 

Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this storm : 

Commend these waters to those baby eyes. 

That never saw the giant world enrag'd ; 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts. 

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 

Come, come -, for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep 

Into the purse of rich pro^rity. 

As Lewis himself: — so, nobles, shall you aU, 

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine. 

Enter Pandulpii, attended. 

And even there, methinks, an aqgel spake : 
Look, where tlie holy legate comes apace. 
To give us warrant from the hand of heaven ; 
And on our actions set the name of right. 
With holy breath. 

Pand. Hail, noble prince of France ! 

The next is this, — ^kyig John hath reconcil'd 

» Love of country. 
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Himself to Rome > his spirit is come in^ 
That so stood out against the holy churchy 
The great metropolis and see of Rome : 
Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up. 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war ; 
That, like a lion foster'd up at hand^ 
It may lie gently at the foot q( peace. 
And be no further harmful than in show. 

Lew, Your grace shall pardon me, I will not backj 
I am too high-bom to be propertied,* 
To be a secondary at control. 
Or useful serving-man, and instrument^ 
To any sovereign state throughout the world. 
Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars, 
£etween this ch^stis*d kingdom and myself. 
And bi'ought in matter that should feed this fire ; 
And now 'tis far too huge to bo blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right. 
Acquainted me with interest to this land. 
Yea, thrust tliis enterprize into my heart j 
And come you now to tell me, John hath made 
His peace with Rome? What is that peace to me? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed. 
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine j 
And, now it is half-conquer'd, must I back. 
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome? 
Am I Rome*s slave ? What penny hath Rome borne^ 
What men provided, what munition sent. 
To underprop this action ? is*t not I, 
That undergo this charge ? who else but I, 

* Appropriated. 
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And such as to my claim are liable. 
Sweat in this business, and maintain this war ? 
Have I not heard these islanders shout out, 
Vive le roy / as I have bank'd their towns ? 
Have I not here the best cards for the game. 
To win this easy match play*d for a crown ? 
And shall t now give o'er the yielded set ? 
No, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Pand, You look but on the outside of this work. 

Lew, Outside or inside, I will not retura 
Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was promised 
Before I drew this gallant head of war. 
And cull'd these fiery spirits from the world. 
To outlook^ conquest, and to win renown 
Even in the jaws of danger and of death. — 

[Trumpet sounds , 
What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us ? 

Enttr the Bastard, attended. 

Bast. According to the fair play of the world. 
Let me have audience 5 I am sent to speak ; 
My holy lord of Milan, from the king 
I come, to learn how you have de^t for him ; 
And, as you answer, I do know the scope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand, The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite. 
And will not temporize with ray entreaties ; 
He flatly says, he'll not lay down his arms. 

Bast, By all the blood that ever fury breath'd. 
The youth says well : — Now hear our English kingj 

3 Facedown. 
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For thus his royalty doth speak in me. 

He is preparM -, and reason too^ he should : 

This apish and unmannerly approach^ 

This harness'd masque^ and unadvised revel. 

This unhair'd sauciness^ and bo3rish trooper. 

The king doth smile at j and is well prepared 

To whip this dwarfish war, these, pigmy arms. 

From out the circle of his territories. 

That hand^ which had the strength, even at your door^ 

To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch )^ 

To dive, like buckets, in concealed^ wdls ; 

To crouch in litter of your stal:^ planks ; 

To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chests and trunks j 

To hug with swine y to seek sweet safety out 

In vaults and prisons 5 and to thrill, and shake. 

Even at the crying of your nation's crow,* 

Thinking his voice an armed Englishman j — 

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here. 

That in your chambers gave you chastisement ? 

No : Know, the gallant monarch is in arms j 

And. like an eagle o*er his aiery' towers. 

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest.-*- 

And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts. 

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb 

Of your dear mother Englaiid, blush for shame : 

For your own lacMes, and p^le-visag*d maids. 

Like Amazons, come tripping after drums'J 

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change. 

Their neelds * to lances, and their gentle hearts 

To fierce and bloody inclination. 

* Leap over the hatqli. 5 Covered. 

• The crowing of a cock. f Nest. * Needles. 
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Lew, There end thy brave,^ and turn thy face in 
peace 5 
We grant, thou canst outscold us : fare thee well ; 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a brabbler. 

Pajid, Give me leave to speak. 

Bast, No, I wiU speak. 

Lew, ^ We will attend to neither :• — 

Sti'ike up the drums j and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest, and our being here. 

Bast. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry 
out) 
And so shall you, being beaten : Do but start 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum. 
And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd. 
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine; 
Sound but another, and another shall. 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ' ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder : for at hand 
(Not trusting to this halting legate here. 
Whom he hath us'd rather for sport than need,) 
Is warlike John 5 and in his forehead sits 
A bare-ribb*d death, whose oflBice is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French. ' 

Lew, Strike tip our drums, to find this danger out. 

Bast, And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not 
ddubt. lExemf* 

9 Boast. « Sky. "* 
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SCENE III. 
The same. A Field of Battle. 

Alarums. Enter King John and Hubert. 

K. John. How goes the day with us ? O, tell me, 

Hubert. 
Hub. Badly^ I fear : How fares your majesty ? 
K. John. This fever^ that hath troubled me so long, 
Lies heavy on me 5 O, my heart is sickT 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord^ your valiant kinsman^ Faulcon- 
bridge. 
Desires your majesty to leave the field ; 
And send him word by me, which way you go. 

K, John, TeU him, toward Swinstead, Xo the abbey 
there. 

Mess, Be of good comfort ; for the great 8upply> 
That was expected by the Dauphin here. 
Are wreck'd three nights ago on Goodwin sands. 
This news was brought to Richard but even now : 
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 

K. John, Ah me ! this tyrant fever bums me up. 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on toward Swinstead : to my litter straight ; 
Weakness possesseth me, and I am feint. lExeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 
The same. Another Parf of the same. 

£w/cr Salisbury, Pembroke, Bigot, andOthers. 

Sal. I did not think the king so stor*d with friends. 

Pe7n, Up once again 3 put spirit in' the French} 
If they miscarry, we miscarry too. 

Sal. That misbegotten devil, Faulconbridge, 
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 

Fern. They say, king John> sore sick, hath left the 
field. 

Enter Melun wounded ^ and led hy Soldiers. 

Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 

Sal. When we were happy, we had other names. 

Pern. It is the count Melun. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Mel. Ply, noble English, you are bought and soldj* 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion. 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 
Seek out king John, and fall before his feet ; 
For, if the French be lords of this loud day. 
He ^ means to recompense the pains you take. 
By cutting off your heads : Thus hath he sworn. 
And I with him, and many more with me. 
Upon the altar ^t Saint Edmund's-Bury ; 
Even on that altar, where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love. 

^ A proverb intimating treachery* 3 Lewis. 

VQL. IV. C C 
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Sal, May this be possible ? may this be true ? 

MeL Have I not hideous death within my view. 
Retaining but a quantity pf life; 
Which bleeds aw^y, even as a form of wax 
Resolved from his figure 'gainst the fire ?^ 
What in the world should make me now decefve^ 
Since I must lose the use of all deceit ? 
Why should I then be false ; since it is true 
That I must die here, and live hence by truth? 
I say again, if Lewis do win the day. 
He is forsworn, if e'er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east : 
But even this night, — whose black contagious breath 
Already smokes about the burning crest 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun, — 
Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire; 
Paying the fine of rated treachery. 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your livtes. 
If Lewis by your assistance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your king 5 
The love of him, — and this respect besides. 
For that my grandsire was an Englishman, — 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 
In lieu ^ whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace, ^nd part this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires. 

Sal. We do believe thee, — And beshrew ^ my soul 
But 1 do love the favour and the form 

^ In allusion to the images made by Vvitches. 5 Place. 

« 111 betide. 
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Of this most fair occasion, by the which 

We will untread the steps of damned flight j 

And, like a bated and retired flood. 

Leaving our rankness and irregular course. 

Stoop low within those bounds we have o'erlook'd. 

And calmly run on in obedience. 

Even to our ocean, to our great king John. 

My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence j 

For I do see the cruel pangs of death 

Right ^ in thine eye. — ^Away, my friends ! New flighty 

And happy newness,' that intends old right. 

[Exeunt, leading off Melun. 



SCENE v.. 
The same. The French Camp, 

Enter Lewis and his Train, 

Lew. The sun of heaven, methought, was loath to 

set 5 
But stay'd, and made the western welkin* blush. 
When the English measur'd backward their own 

ground. 
In faint retire : O, bravely came we oflF, 
When with a volley of our needless shot. 
After such bloody toil, we bid good night 5 
And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up. 
Last in the field, and almost lords of it ! 

• Immediate. 7 Innovation. • Sky. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

, Mess. Where is my prince, the Dauphin ? 

Lew, Here :— What news ? 

Mess, The count Melun is slain ; the English lords. 
By his persuasion, are again fallen ofiF^ . 
And your supply, which you have wish'd so long. 
Are cast away, and sunk, on Goodwin sands. 

Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news ! — ^Beshrew thy very 
heart ! 
I did not think to be so sad to-night. 
As this hath made me. — ^Who was he, that said. 
King John did fly, an hour or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers ? 

Mess, Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. 

Lew. Well ) keep good quarter,^ and good care to- 
night; 
The day shall not be up so soon as I, 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. \Exeunt, 

SCENE VI. 

An open Place in the Neighbourhood of Swinstead- 

Abbey. 

Enter the Bastard and Hubert, meeting. 

' Hub. Who's there ? speak, ho ! speak quickly, or 
I shoot. 
Bast. A friend: — ^What art thou? 
Hub. ' Of the part of England. 

Bast. Whither dost thou go ? 

9 111 your posts or stations. 
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Huh, What's that to thee ? Why may not I demand 
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine ? 
Bast. Hubert/ I think. 

Huh, Thou hast a perfect thought: 

I will upon all hazards, well believe 
Thou art my friend, that know*st my tongue so 

well: 
Who art thou ? 

Bast, Who thou wilt : an if thou please. 

Thou may*st befriend me so much, as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hvh, Unkind remembrance! thou, and eyeless 
night. 
Have done me shame : — ^Brave soldier, pardon me. 
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue. 
Should 'scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 
Bast, Come, come 5 sans' compliment, what news 

abroad ? 
Huh. Why, here walk 1, in the black brow of 
night. 
To find you out. 

Bast, Brief, then 5 and what's the news ? 

Huh, O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night. 
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible. 

Bast, Show me the very wound of this ill news; 
I am no woman, I'll not swoon at it. 

Hub, The king, I fear, is poison'd by a monk ; 
I left him almost speechless, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil x that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time. 
Than if you had at leisure known of this 

■ Without. 
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Bast. How did he take it ? who did taste to him ? 

Hub, A monki I tell yoa 5 a resolved vilhdn. 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the kiog 
Yet speaks, and, peradventure, may recover. 

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty? 

Hub. Why, know you not \ the lords are all comt 
back. 
And brought prince Henry in their company ; 
At whose request the king hath pardoned them. 
And they are all about his majesty. 

Bast, Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven^ 
And tempt us not to bear above our power ! 
1*11 tell thee, Hubert, half my power* this night. 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide. 
These Lincoln washes have devoured them ; 
Myself, well-mounted, hardly have escap*d. 
Away, before ! conduct me to the king ; 
I doubt, he will be dead, or ere I come. [Exevnt, 

SCENE VII. 
The Orchard of Swinstead- Abbey. 

Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot, 

P. Hen, It is too late i the life of all his blood 
Is touched corruptibly 5 and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose the soul's frail dwelling-house,) 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes. 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 

* Forces. 



$e€M VII. KING JOHN. 391 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pern. His Highness yet doth speak; and holdt 
belief. 
That, being brought into the open air. 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 

P. Hen . Let him be brought into the orchard here.— 
Doth he still rage? lExit Bigot. 

Pern, He is more patient 

Than when you left him 3 even now he sung. 

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness! fierce extremes. 
In their continuance, will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey*d upon the outward parts. 
Leaves them insensible 5 and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and woundi 
With many legions of strange fantasies ; 
Which, in their throng and press to that last hold. 
Confound themselves. *Tis strange, that death should 

sing. 

I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan. 
Who chants a doleful h3rmn to his own death ; 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest. 

Sal, Be of good comfort, princej for you are bora 
To set a form upon that indigest 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Re-enter Bigot and Attendants j who bring in King 

John in a Chair, 

K, John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow- 
room 5 
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It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom^ 
That all my bowels crumble up to dust : 
I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment j and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

P. Hen, How fares your majesty ? 

K* John. Poison'd, — ill-fare 3— dead, forsook, cast 
off: 
And none of you will bid the winter come. 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw \ 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their course 
Through my bum'd bosom j nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips. 
And comfort me with cold : — I do not ask you much, 
I beg cold comfort J and you are so strait,^ 
And so ingrateful, you deny me that. 

P. Hen, O, that there were some virtue in my 
tearsy 
That might relieve you ! 

K, John, The salt in them is hot- 

Within me is a hell 5 and there the poison 
Is, as a fiend, confined to tjnrannize 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast, O, I am scalded with my violent motion. 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty. 

K, John, O cousin, thoij art come to set mine eye : 
The tackle of my heart is crack*d and burn'd 5 
And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should sail, 

3 Narrow, avaricioui. 
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Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one poor string to stay it by. 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered } 
And then all this thou see*st, is but a clod. 
And module 4 of confounded royalty. 

Bast, The Dauphin is preparing hitherward ; 
Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer him r 
For, in a night, the best part of my power. 
As 1 upon advantage did remove. 
Were in the washes, all unwarily. 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. [The King dies, 

Sal. You breathe these dead news in as dead an 
ear. — 
My liege! my lord! — ^But now a king, — ^now thus. 

P. Ilm. Even so must I run on, and even so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay. 
When this was now a king, and now is clay ! 

Bast. Art thou gone so ? I do but stay behind. 
To do the office for thee of revenge j 
And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven. 

As it on earth hath been thy servant still. 

Now, now, you stars, that move in "your right spheres. 
Where be your powers ? Show now your mended 

faiths ', 
And instantly return with me again. 
To push destruction, and perpetual shame. 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land ; . 
Straight let us seek, or straight we shall.be sought | 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal, It seems, you know not then so much as we: 
Tlie cardinal Pandulph is within at rest, 

♦Model. V ," 
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Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin ; 
And brings from him such offers of our peace 
As we with honour and respect may take^ 
With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Bast: He will the rather do it^ when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal, Nay, it is in a manner done already $ 
For many carriages he hath despatch' d 
To the seaside, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal : 
With whom ytwirself, myself, and other lords^ 
If you think meet, this afternoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

Bast, Let it be so: — ^And you, my noble prince. 
With other princes that may best be spar*d> 
Shall wait upon your father's funeral. 

P. Hen, At Worcester must his body be interred ^ 
For so he willed it. 

Bast, Thither shall it then. 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land ! 
To whom, with all submission, on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 

Sal, And the like tender of our love we make. 
To rest without a spot for evermore. 

P. Hen, I have a kind soul, that would give you 
thanks. 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Bast, O, let us pay the time but needful woe. 
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs. — 
This England nev/cr did, (nor never shall,) 
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Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 

But when it first did help to wound itself. 

Now these her princes are come home again. 

Come the three corners of the world in arms^ 

And we shall shock them : Nought shall make us rue. 

If England to itself do rest but true. [Exeunt, 

The tragedy of King John, though not written with the 
utmost power of Shakspeare, is varied with a very , pleasing 
interchange of incidents and characters. The lady's grief i$ 
very affecting ; and the character of the Bastard contains that 
mixture of greatness and levity which this author delighted to 
exhibit. Johksov. 
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